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The Second Part of HENRY VI. * 
With the Death of the Good Duke: r. 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


KinG Hxx R VI. | Vaux, @ ſea-captain, and Walter 
Humphry Duke & Whitemore - pirates. 
Glouceſter *C wmncles to A Herald. 


Cardinal Beaufort, the King. || Hume and Southwel, f prieſts. 
Bp of Wincheſter, Bolingbrook, an aſtrologer. 


Date of York, pretending to the \} A L atteudi ag o Jordan the 
uch, 
Dute of Bucking-" | Thane Horner, an armourer. 
ham, of the King's || Peter, bis man. 
Duke of S merſet, ( party. Clerk of Chatham. 
Duke of Suffolk, | Mayor of St Alban's. 


Earl of Saliſbury, } of the York |] S\mpcox, an impoſtor. 
Earl of Warwick, J faction. Jack Cade, Bevis, Michael, John 
Lord Clifford, of the King's party. Holland, Dick the butcher, 
Lord Say. Smith the weaver, and ſeve- 
Lord Scales, governor of the ral others, rebels. 

tower. Margaret, Qncen to K. Henry VT. 
Sir John Stanley. ſecretly in love with the Duke 
Sir Hum 1 of Suffolk. 


tleman. Mother Jordan, a witch employed 
Young Clifford, fon to the Lord by the Ducheſs af Glouceſter. 
Clifferd. Wije to Simpcox. * 
Edward Planta · Petitioners, Aldermen, a Beadle, 
genet. tothe Duke Sheriff, and Officers, Citizens, 
Richard Planta of York, with Faulconers, Guards, Me 
genet, ſengers, and at ber attendants, 


The SCENE is laid very diſperſedly in ſeveral parts of England. 
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ACT I. SCENE L 
The palace. 


Fleuriſh of trumpets : then baut5oys, Enter King Henry, 
Dute Humphry, Saliſbury, Warwick, ard beaufort, 


en the ane fide : the Ducen, Suffolk, York, Som erſet, 


and Buckingham, on the other, 
S. S by your high imperial Majeſty 
A I had in chargeat my depart for France, 
as procurator for your Excellence, 
To marry Princeſs Marg'ret for your Grace; 
So in the famovs ancient city Tours, 
In preſence of the Kings of France and Sicil, 
The Dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretagne, Alanſon, 


Seven Earls, twelve Barons, twenty reverend Biſhops, 


FE have perform'd my taſk, and was eſpous d: 
And humbly now upon my bended knee, 
In ſight of England and her lordly peers, 
Deliver up my title in the Queen 

[preſenting the Dueen to the King. 
To your moſt gracious hand; that are the ſubſtance 
Of that great ſhadow | did repreſent ; 
The happieſt giſt that ever Marquis gave, 
The faireſt Queen that ever King receiv'd. 

K. Henry. Suffolk, ariſe. Welcome, Queen Margaret; 
I can expreſs no kinder ſign of love, 

Than this kind kiis. O Lord, that lend'ſt me life, 
Lend me a heart replete with thanktulneſs ! 

For thow haſt giv'n me in this beauteous face, 

A world of earthly bleſſings to my ſoul, 

If ſympathy of love unite our thoughts. 

9. Mar. Great King of England, and my gracious 
The mutual conf 'rence that my mind hath had, [Lord, 
By day, by night, waking, and in my dreams, 

In courtly company, or at my beads, 
With you mine alder lievieſt Soverei n; 

Makes me the bolder to ſalute my King 

With ruder terms; ſuch as my wit affords, 


And over - joy of heart doth miniſter. 


* Vide Hall's Chronicle, fol. 66. year 23. ini, Mr Pope. 
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K. Henry, Her 2 did a but her grace in 
Her words y-clad with wiſdom's majeity, [ſpeech, 
Make me from wond'ring fall to weeping joys, 

Such is the fulneſs of my heart's content. 
Lords, with one chearful voice welcome my love. 

All kneel. Long live Queen — England's 

happineſs ! 

2. Marg. We thank you [Fhuriſh. 

Suf. My Lord Protector, t it pleaſe your Grace, 
Here are the articles of contracted peace, 

Between our Sovereign and the French King Charles, 
For eighteen months concluded by conſent. 

Glo. [ reads. Imprimis, It is agreed between the French 
King Charles, and William de la Pole Marquis of Suffolk, 
Ambaſſador for Henry King of England, that the ſaid Hens 
ry ſhall eſpouſe the Lady Margaret, _— unto Reignier 
King of Naples, Sicilia, — Jeruſalem, and crown her 
Queen of England, ere the thirtieth of May next enſuing. 

item, That the duchy of Anjou, and the county of 
Maine, ſhall be releaſed and delivered to the King her 
father. [Lets fall the paper. 

X. Henry. Uncle, how now? . 

Glo. Pardon me, gracious Lord; 

Some ſudden qualm hath ſtruck me to the heart, 
And dimm'd mine eyes that I can read no further. 

K. Henry. Uncle of Wincheſter, I pray read on. 

Min. Item, That the duchies of Anjou and Maine 
ſhall be releaſed and delivered to the King ber father, 
and ſhe ſent over of the King of England s own proper 
coft and charges, without having any dowry. 

K. Henry. They pleaſe us well. Lord Marquis, 

kaeel you down; 
We here create thee the firſt Duke of Suffolk, 
And gird thee with the. ſword. Couſin of York, 
We here diſcharge your Grace from being Regent 
I'th' parts of France, till term of eighteen months 
Ke full expir'd. Thanks, uncle Wincheſter, 
Glo ter, York, Buckingham, and Somerſet, 
Saliſbury, and Warwick ; 
We thank you for all this great favour done, 


In entertainment to my — Queen. 
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Have you yourſelves, Somerſet, Buckingham, 
Brave York, and Saliſbury, victorious Warwick, 


6 


Come, let us in, and with all ſpeed provide 
To ſee her coronation be perform d 


[Exeunt King, Queen, and Suffolk. 


SCENE UH. Manent thereft, 


Glo. Brave Peers of England, pillars of the ſtate, 


To you Duke Humphry mult anload his . 
Your grief the common grief of all the land. 
What! did my brother Henry ſpend his youth, 
H's valour, coin, and people, in the wars ? 
Did he fo often lodge in open field, 

In winter's cold, and fummer's parching heat, 


Fo conquer France, his true inheritance ? 


And did my brother Bedford toil his wits 
To keep by policy what Henry got ? 


Receiv'd deep ſcars in France and Normandy ? 
Or hath mine uncle Beaufort, and myſelf, 
With all the learned counſel of the realm, 


Studied ſalong, ſat in the council-houſe, 


Early and late, debating to and fro, 

How France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe ? 
Ard was his Highneſs in his infancy 
Crowned iu Paris, in deipight of toes? 

And ſh:ll theſe Jabours and Theſe honours die! 
Shall Henry's conqueſt, Bedſord's vigilance, 
Your deeds of war, and all our counlel, die ? 
O Peers of England, ſhameſul is this league, 
Fatal this marriage; cancelling your fame, 
Eloitiag your names from books of memory; 
Razing the characters of your renown, 
Vefacing monuments of conquer'd France, 
Undding all, as all had never been. 


Car. Nephew, what means this paſſionate diſcourſe? 


I his peroration with ſuch circumitances ? 

For France, tis ours; and we will keep it ſtul. 
Glo. Ay, uncle, we will keep it if we can: 

hut now it is in poſſible we ſhould. 

Suffolk, he new-made Duke, that rules the roaſt, 

Haih giv'n tkaduchy of Anjou aud Maine 

Unto the pcar King Reig dier, whoſe large ſtyle 
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Agrees not with the leanneſs of his purſe. 
Sal. Now, by the death of him who dy'd for all, 
Theſe counties were the keys of Normandy. 
But whereſore weeps Warwick, my valiant ſon ? 
War. For griet that they are paſt recovery. 
For were there hope to conquer them again, 
My ſword ſhould ſhed hot blood, mine eyes no tears. 
Anjou and Maine! myſelf did win them both. 
Thole provinces theſe arms of mine did conquer, 
And are the cities that I got with wounds, 
Delivered up again with peaceful words? * I 
York. France ſhould have torn and rent my very heart, 
Before I would have yielded to this league. 
I never read, but England's Kings have had 
Large ſums of gold, and dowries with their wives: 
And our King Henry gives away his own, 
To match with her that brings no vantages. 
Glo. A proper jelt, and never heard before, 
That Suffolk thould demand a whole fiſteenth, 
For coſt and charges in tranſporting her. 
She ſhould have ſtaid in France, and ſlarv'd in France, 
Before—— — 
Car. My Lord of Glo'ſter, now ye grow too hot: 
It was the pleaſure oft my Lord the King. _ 
Cle. My Lord ot Wincheſter, i know your mind, 
Tis not my ſpeeches that you do miflike, 
But tis my preſence that dorh trouble you. 
Rancour will out, proud prelate; in thy face, 
I ſee thy fury: if | longer ſtay, 
We ſhall begin our ancient bickerings. 


Lordings, farewel; and lay, when I am gone, 


I propheſy'd, France will be loſt ere long. LC. 
Car So there goes our Protector iu a rage. | 

"Tis known to you, he is mine enemy; 

Nay more, an enemy unto you all, 

And no great friend, | tear me, co the King, 

Conſider, Lords, he is the next of blood, 

And beir-apparent to the Engliſh crown. 


. words? 


Tork. For Suffolk's Duke, may he be ſuffucate, 
Trat dims the honour ot this warlike itle ! 
Eraace ſhould have torn, &c. 

A 3 
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11ad Henry got an empire by his marriage, 

And all the wealthy kingdoms of the ealt, 

1 here's reaſon he thould be diſpleas'd at it. 
Look ta it, Lords; let not his tmoothing words 
Fewitch ycur hearts; be wiſe and cireumſpect. 
What though the common people favour him, 
Calling him Hampbiy, the good Duke of Glo'fter, 
Clapping their hands, and crying with loud voice, . 

Toſu maintein your Royal Excellence! / 
With, God preſerve the good Duke Humphry ! 
tear me, Lords, for all this flattering glois, 
He will be found a dangerous Protector. 
Puck. Why,ſhould he then protect our Sovereign, 
He being of age to govern ot himſelt ? as . 
Coulin of Somerſet, join you with me, 
And altogether with the Duke of Suffolk, 
We“ quickly hoiſt Duke Humphry from his ſeat, 
Car. This weighty buſineſs will not brook delay; 
1! to the Duke of Suffolk preſently: [Exit 
Sem. Couſin of Buckingham, though Humphry's . 
And greatneſs of his place, be grief to us, pride, 
Yet let us watch the haughty Cardinal. 
His inſolence is more intolerable 
Than all the priaces in the land beſide. 
It Glo'kter be diſplac'd, he'll be Protector, 
Buck. Cr Someriet, or I, will be Protector, 
Deſpight Duke Humphry, or the Cardinal. 

[| | [Exe. Buckingham and Scmerſet. 

5 Sal. Pride went before, ambition follows him. 

| V hile theſe do labour for their own prefermenr, 

Behoves it ns to labour for the realm, 

1 never ſaw,. but Humphry Duke of Glo'ſter 

| Did bear him like a noble gentleman 

Ot have | ſeen the haughty Cardinal 

More like a fold er, than a men o' th' church, 

| As [tout and proud as he were lord of all, 

1 Swear like a ruſſian, and demean bimielf 

| Uulike the ruler of a common weal. 

: Vary ick my ion, che con. fort of my age! 

1 hy deeds, thy plainneis, nd thy t cuie-keeping, 

| Have won the .reateit favour of the commons, 

| | Excepting none but good Duke Iluu phry. 
| 


ping, 


Paris is lolt ; the ſtate of Normandy 


ge. 3. King Henry VI. = 
And, brother York, thy acts in ireland, 

In bringing them to civil diſcipline ; 

Thy late exploits done in the heart of France, 
When thou wert Regent for our ſovereign, 

Have made thee fear'd and honour'd of the people. 
Join we together for the public good, 

In what we can, to bridle and ſuppreſs 

The pride of Suffolk, and the Cardinal, 

VW ith Somerſet's and Buckingham's ambition; 
And, as we may, cheriſh Doke Humphry's deeds, 
While they do tend the profit ot the land. 


War. So God help Warwick, as he loves the land, 
And common profit of his country ! 


York. And fo fays York, for he hath greateſt cauſe: 


2 
Sal. Then let's make haſte, and look unto the main. ® 
. Exe, Warwick and Saliſbury. n 
SCENE II. Manet York. 


Tork. Anjou and Maine are given to the French; 


Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone. . 
Suffolk .conc luded on the articies, 

The Peers agreed, and Henry was well pleas'd 

To change two dukedoms for a Duke's fair daughter, 
].cannot blame them all, what is't to them? : 
Tis thine they give away, and not their own. 

Pirates may make cheap penn worths of their pillage, 
And purghaſe friends, and give to courtezans, 

Still revelling, like lords, till all be gone : 

While as the filly owner of the goods 

Weeps over them, and wrings his hapleſs hands, 
And ſhakes his head, and trembling ſtands aloof, 
While all is ſhar'd, and all is borne away ; 

Ready to ſtarve, and dares not touch his own, 

So York mult fit, and fret, and bite his tongue, 


„ look unto the main. 

IWar. Unto the main? Oh father, Maine is loſt; 
That Maine, which by main force Warwick did win, 
And would have kept ſo long as breath did Lt : 

Main chance, father, youu meant; but I mcant Maine, 
Which 1 will win from E rance, ar elſe be ſin. 
Excunt, &c. 
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While bis own lands are bargain'd ſor, and ſold. 

Methinks the realms of England, France, and Ireland, 

Bear that proportion to my fleſh and blood, 

As did the fatal brand Althea burat, - 

Unto the prince's heart of Calydon. | 

Anjou and Maine, both giv'n unto the French 

Cold news for me : for 1 had hope of France, 

Ev'n as I have of fertile England's ſoil. F 

A day will come when York ſhall claim his own ; 

And therefore I will take the Nevil's parts, 

And make a ſhew of love to proud Duke Humphry, 

And, when I ſpy advantage, claim the crown ; 

For that's the golden mark I ſeek to hit. 

Nor ſhall proud Lancaſter uſurp my right, 

Nor hold the ſceptre in his childiſh fiſt, 

Nor wear the diadem upon his head, 

Whoſe church-like humour fits not for a crown. 

Then, York, be ſtill a while, till time do ſerve : 

Watch thou, and wake when others be aſleep, 

To pry into the ſecrets of the ſtate ; 

Till Henry, ſurfeiting in joys of love 

With his new bride, and England'sdear-bought Queen, 

And Humphry with the Peers be fall'n at jars. 

Then will 1 raiſe aloft the milk-white roſe, 

With whoſe ſweet ſmell the air ſhall be perfum'd ; 

And in my ſtandard bear the arms of York, 

To grapple with the houſe ot Lancaſter; . 

And, force perforce, I'll make him yield the crown, 

Whoſe bookith rule hath pull'd fair England down. 
[Exit York. 


SCENE IV. Changes to the Duke of Gloucefter's houſe. 
Enter Duke Humphry, and his wiſe Eleanor. 


Elean. Why droops my Eord, like over-ripen'd corn P. 
Hanging the head with Ceres plenteous load ? 
Why doth the great Duke Humphry knit hi brows, 
As frowning at the favours of the world ? 

Why are thine eyes fix d to the ivullen earth, 
Gazing at that which ſeems to dim thy fight ? 
What eeſt thou chere? King tienry's diadem,. 
lnchas'd with all the honours of the World? 
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If ſo, on, and grovel on thy face, 
Until thy head be circled with the ſame. 
Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious gold. 
What! is't too ſhort ? I'll lengthen it with mice. 
And, having both together heav'd it up, 
We'll both together lift our heads to heaven; 
And never more abaſe our ſight fo low, 
As to vouchſafe one glance unto the ground. 
Glo. O Nell, ſweet Nell, if thou doſ love thy Lord, 
Baniſh the canker of ambitious thonghts : 
And may that thought, when I imagine ill 
Againſt my — 12 nephew, virtuous He 
Be my laſt breathing in this mortal world ! 
My troublous dreams this night do make me ſad. 
Elan. What dream d my Lord? tell me, and I'll re- 
quite ĩt 
With ſweet rehearſal of my morning's dream. 
Glo. Methought this ſtaff, mine office · badge in court, 
Was broke in twain; by whom, | have forgot; 
But, as I think, it was by th' Cardinal 


And, on the pieces of the broken wand, 
Were plac'd the heads of Edmund Duke of Somerſet, 
And William de la Pole firſt Duke of Suffolk. 


This was the dream; what it doth bode, God knows. 


Elean. Tut, this was nothing but an argument, 
Thu he that breaks a ſtick of Glo'ſter's grove, 
Shall loſe his head for his preſumption. 

But liſt to me, my Humphry, my ſweet Duke. 
Merthought i fat in feat of majelty, 
In the cathedral church of M eſtminſter, 

And ia that chair where kings and queens are crown'd; 
Where Henry and Margaret kneel'd to me, 
And on my head did {et the diadem. 

Glo, Nay, Eleanor, then mult I chide outright. 

Pre ſumptuous dame, ill aurtur'd Eleanor, 

Art thou not ſecond woman ia the realm, 

And the Protector's wife, belov'd of him ? 
Haſt thou not worldly pleaſure at command, 
Above the reach or compaſs of thy thaught > 
And wilt thou ſtill be hammering treachery, 
To tumble down thy huſband, and thyſell, 
From top of honour to diſgrace's {eet ? 


— 
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And being a woman, I will not be ſlack 
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Away from me, and let me hear no more. 
Elean. What, what! my Lord! are you fo choleric 
With Eleanor, for telling but her dream ? 
Next time I'll keep my dreams unto myſelf, 
And not be check d. 
Glo. Nay, be not angry, I am pleas'd again. 
Enter Meſſenger. 


Mefſ. My Lord Protector, tis his Highneſs pleaſure, 

You do prepare to ride unto St Alban's, 

Whereas the King and Queen do mean to hawk. 
Glo, I go: Come Nell, theu wilt ride with us? 
Elean. good Lord, I'll f he on.” 

Yes, my Lord, I'll follow . 

Follow I muſt ; 1 cannot go before, F 

While Clo lier bears this baſe and humble mind. 

Were | a man, a Duke, and next of blood, 

I would remove theſe tedious ſtumbling-blocks, 

And ſmooth my way upon their headleſs necks. 


To play my part in Fortune's pageant. 
Where are you there? Sir-John! nay, fear not, man, 
We are alone; here's none but thee and I, 


Euler ume. 


Hume. jeſus your Royal Majeſty ! | 
Elean. What ſay'ft thou? Majeſty lam but Grace. 


Hume. Bat, by the grace of God, and Hume's advice, 

Your Grace's tirle ſhall be multiply'd. a 

Elean, What fay'ſt thou, man? haſt thou as yet tecd 
With M Jordan the cunning witch, [conferr'd deli 
And Roger Bolingbrook the conjurer ? 

And will they undertake to do me good ? 

Hume, This they have promiſed to ſhew your High- 
A ſpirit rais'd from depth of under - ground, [neſfs, 
That ſhall make anſwer to tuch queſtions 
As by your Grace ſhall be propounded him. 

Elean. It is enough, I'll think upon the queſtions. 
When from Sr Alban's we do make return, 

We'll ſee thoſe things effected to the full. 
Here, Hume, take this reward ; make merry, man, 


. Sc. 5. - King Henry VI. 11 


With thy confederates in this weighty cauſe. 
Hume. Hume muſt make merry with the Ducheſs” 
Id: 


Marry, and hall : But how now, Sir John Hume ? 
Seal up your lips, and give no words, but mum! 
The buſineſs aſketh ſilent ſecrecy. 
Dame Eleanor gives gold to bring the witch, 
re, Gold cannot come amiſs, were ſhe a devil. 
Yet have I gold flies from another coaſt: 
I dare not ſay from the rich Cardinal, 
And from the great and new-made Duke of Suffolk. 
Yet I do find it fo: for to be plain, | 
They (knowing Dame Eleanor's aſpiring humour) 
Have hired me to undermine the Ducheſs, 
And buzz theſe conjurations in her brain. 
They ſay, a crafty knave does need no broker ; 
Yet am I Suffolk's and the Cardinal's broker. 
Hume, if you take not heed, you ſhall go near 
To cail them both a pair of crafty knaves. 
Well, ſo it ſtands; and thus I fear, at laſt, 
an, Hume's knavery will be the Ducheſs' wreck, 
And her attainture will be Humphry's fall, 
Sort how it will, 1 ſhall have gold for all. [Exit. 


SCENE V. Changes to an apartment in the palace. 
>. Enter three or four Petitioners, Peter the armourer's - 
vice, man being one. ” 

1 Pet. My maſters, let's ſtand cloſe ; my Lord Pro- 
| yet tector will come this way by and by, and then we may 
err'd 2 our ſupplications in the quill. 

2 Pet. Marry, the Lord protect him, for he's a good 
man; Jeſu bleſs him ! y 

Enter Suffolk, and Queen. 

1 Pet Here a comes, methinks, and the Queen with 
him I'll be the firſt, ſure. | 

2 Pet. Come back, fool; this is the Duke of Suffolk, 
and not my Lord ProteQor. 

Suf, How now, fellow, would'ſt any ching with me? 
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t Pet, I pray, my Lord, pardon me; I took ye for 
my Lord Protector. 
Q. Mar. To my Lord Protectar. [reading] Are your 


ſupplications to his Lordſbip ? let me fee them; what 


is thine ? 

t Pet. Mine is, an't pleaſe your Grace, 
Goodman, my Lord Cardinal's man, 2222 my 
Houſe and lands, and wife, and all from me. 

SW. Thy wife too ? that's _ wron 
What's your's ? what's here ? J fri th the 
Duke of Suffolk, for ny cn the — u of Long Mel- 
ford a _ now, 4 Knave ? 4 

2 Pet. Alas, Sir, I am but a petitioner of our 
whole townſhip. gong 

suf. [readr.] Againſt my maſter, Thomas Horner, 
for ſaying, that the Duke of York was rightful heir to 
the crows, 

9. Mar, What! did the Duke of York ſay, he was 
rightful heir to the crown ? 

Peter. That my maſter was? no, forſooth ; my ma- 
ſer ſaid, that he was; and that the King was an u- 


Suf. Who is there? Take this fellow in, and 
ſend for his maſter with a purſvivant, preſently ; we'll 
hear more of your matter before the King. 

[Exit Peter guarded, 
Q. Mar. And as for you that love to be protected 
Under the wings of our Protector 's Grace, 
Begin your ſuits anew, and ſue to him. 

[Tears the ſupplications, 
Away, baſe cullions : — let them go. 

All. Come, let's be [Exeunt Petitioners. 

Mar. My Lord Suffolk, ſay, is this the guiſe ? 
Is this the faſhion in the court of England ? 

Is this the government of Britain's iſle ? 

And this the royalty of Albion's Kin 

What ! ſhall King Henry be -— 
Under the ſurly Glo'ſter's governance ? 
Am 1a in title and in ſtyle, 

And muſt be made a ſubject to a Duke? 
I tell thee, Pole, when in the city Fours 
Thou ran'ft a tilt in honour of my love, 


And ſtol'ſt away the * hearts of France; 
1 thought King Henry had reſembled thee 


In courage, courtſhip, and proportion. 


Put all his mind is bent to holineſs, 
To number Ave Maries on his beads; 
His champions are the prophets and apoſtles; 
His wepons, holy ſaws of facred writ ; 
His ſtudy is his tilt yard; and his loves 
Are brazen images of canoniz'd ſaints, 
1 would the college of the Cardinals 
Would chuſe him Pope, and carry him to Rome, 
And ſet the triple crown upon his head; 
That were a ſtate fit for his holineſs ! 

Su Madam, be patient; as I was the cauſe 
* Highneis came to England, ſo will 1 

England work your Grace's full content, 
lar. Beſiile the proud Protector, have we Beaufort 

Tho imperiods churchman, Somerſet, Buckingham, 
And grumbling York ; and not the leaſt of theſe 
But can do more in England than the King. 

Suf. And he of thefe that can do moſt of all, 
Cannot do more in England than the Nevills ; 
Saliſb'ry and Warwick are no ſimple Peers. 
9. Mar. Not all theſe Lords fo vex me half ſo much, 
As that proud dame, the Lord ProteQor's wife. 
She ſweeps it through the court with troops of ladies, 
More like an Empreſs than Duke Humphry's wite, 
Strangers in court do take her for the Queen ; 
She bezrs a Duke's revenues on her back, 
And in her heart ſhe ſcorns our po 
Shall I not live to be aveng'd on her ? 
Contemptuous, baſe-born callot, as ſhe is, 
She vaunted mongſt her minions t'other day, 
The very train of ber worlt-wearing gown 
Was better worth than all my father's lands, 
Till Suffolk gave two dukedoms for bis daughter! 

Suf. Madam, myſelt have lim'd a buſh for her, 
And plac'd a quire of ſuch enticing birds, 
That ſhe will light to liſten to — lays, 
And never mount to trouble you again. 
So let her reſt; and, Madam, liſt to me; 
For 1 am bold to counſel you in this; 
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Although we fancy not the Cardinal, 

Yet muſt we join with him and with the Lords, 
Till we have brought Duke Humphry in diſgrace. 
As for the Duke of York, this late complaint 
Will make but little for his benefit. 

So, one by one, we'll weed them all at laſt, 

And you yourſelf ſhall ſteer the happy realm. 


$S CEN E VI. 


Act t. 


Za them enter King Henry, Duke Humphry, Cardinal, 


Buckingham, York, Somerſet, Saliſbury, Warwick, 
and the Ducheſs of Glouceſter, 


K. Henry. For my part, Noble Lords, I care not which, 
Or Somerſet, or York, all's one to me, 

York, If York have ill demean'd himſelf in France, 
Then let him be deny d the regentſhip. 

Som. If Somerſet be unworthy of the place, 
Let York be Regent, I will yield to him. 

War. Whether your Grace be worthy, yea or no, 
Diſpute not that; York is the worthier. 

Car. Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters ſpeak. 
War. The Cardinal's not my better in the field. 
Buck. All in this preſence are thy betters, Warwick. 
War. Warwick may live to be the beſt of all. 

Sal. Peace, ſon ; and ſhew ſome reaſon, Buckingham, 
Why Somerſet ſhould be preterr'd in this. 
9. Mar. Becauſe the King, forſooth, will have it ſo. 
Glo. Madam, the King is old enough himſelf 
To give his cenſure: theie ate no woman's matters, 
D. Mar. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Protector of his Excellence ? 
Glo. Madam, I am Protector of the realm, 
And, at his pleaſur e, will retign my place. 
SM. Reſign ic then, and leave thine inſolence. 
Since thou wert King, (as who is King but thou ?), 
The commonwealth hath daily run to wreck. 
The Dauphin hath prevail'd beyond the ſeas, 
And all the Peers and Nobles of the realm 
Have been as bondmen to thy ſov reignty. 
Car, The commons haſt thourack'd; theclergy's Lags 
Are lank and lean with thy extortions. 
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Som. Thy ſumptuous buildings, and thy wife's attire, 
Have coſt a maſs of publie treaſury. 

Buck. Thy cruelty in execution 
Upon offenders hath exceeded law, 

And left thee to the mercy of the law. 

9. Mar. Thy ſale of offices and towns in France, 

If they were known, as the ſuſpect is great, 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy head. 
[Exit Glo, 
Give me my fan; what, minion? can ye not? 
[She gives the Ducheſs a box on the ear, 
I cry you mercy, Madam ; was it you ? 

Kieanx. Was't 1? yea, I it was, proud Frenchwoman ? 
Could I come near your beauty with my nails, 

I'd ſet my ten commandments in your face. 

K, Henry. _ aunt, be quiet; twas againſt her 

will. 

Elean, Againſt her will, good King? look to't in time, 
She'll} hamper thee and dandle thee like a baby: 
Though in this place moit maſter wears no breeches, 
She ſhall not ſtrike Dame Eleanor unreveng' d. 

Buck. Lord Cardinal, I'Il follow Eleanor, 

And liſten after Humphry, how he proceeds: 
She's tickled now, her fume can need no ſpurs; 
She'll gallop faſt enough to her deſtruction. [Exit Buck: 


SCENE VII. Re-enter Duke Humphry. 


Clo, Now, Lords, wy choler being over-blown 
With walking once about the quadrangle, 
come to talk of commonwealth- affairs. 
As for your ſpightful falſe objections, 
Prove them, and 1 lie open to the law. 
But God in mercy deal fo with my foul, 
As I in duty love my King and country ! 
Bat to the matter that we have in hand: 
1 ſay, my Sovereign, York is meeteſt man. 
To be your Regent in the realm of France. 
Suf. Before we make election, give me leave 
To thew ſome reaſon of no little force, 
That York is molt unmeet of any man. 
York, I'll tell thee, Suffolk, why 1 am unmeet. 
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Firſt, for I cannot flatter thee in pride; 
Next, if 1 be appointed forthe place, 
My Lord of So: erfet will keep me here 
Without diſcharge, money. or furniture, 
Till France be won into the Dauphin's hands, 
Laſt time 1 danc'd attendance on his will, 
Till Paris was beſieg d, famiſh'd, and loſt. 
War. That 1 can witneſs; and a fouler fact 
Did never traitor in the land commit. 
Suf, Peace, head ſtrong Warwick! 
War. image of pride, why ſhould 1 hold my peace ! 


Euter Horner the armourer, and his man Peter, guarded. 


Su Becauſe here is a man accus'd of treaſon. 
Pray God the Duke of York excule himſelf ! 

Y:rk. Doth any one accuſe York for a traitor ? 

K. Hemy. What mean'it thou, Suffolk? tell me 

what are theſe ? 

Saf. Pleaſe it your Majeſty, this is the man 
That doth accuſe his malter of high treaſon. 

His words were theſe : I hat Richard Duke of York 
Was rightful heir unto the Englith crown, 
„% And that your Majeſty was an uſurper.” 

A. Henry. Say, man; were theſe thy words? 

Arm. Aut ſhall pleaſe your Majeſty, | never ſaid nor 
thought any ſuch matter: God is my witneſs, I am 
talſely accus'd by the villain, 

Pet. By theſe ten bones, my Lord, he did ſpeak 
them to me in the garret one night, as we were ſcour · 
ing my Lord of York's armour. 

York, Baſe dunghill villain, and mechanical, 

In have thy head for this thy traitor s ſpeech. 
do beſeech your Royal Majeſty, 
_ Let him have all the rigour of the law. 

Arm. Alas, my Lord, hang me if ever I ſpake the 
words, My accuſer is my preatice; and when I did 
correct him for his fault the other day, he did vow up- 
on his knees he would be even with me. I have good 
witnels of this; therefore 1 beſeech your Majelty, do 
not caſt away an honeſt man for « villain's accuſation. 

K Henry. Uncle, what (hall we fay to this in law ? 

Ce. This doom, my Lord, it I may judge. 
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Let So nerſet be Regent o'er the French, 

Becauſe in York this breeds ſuſpicion, -» 

And let theſe have a day appointed them | 
For ſingle combat in convenient place; 
For ke hath witneſs of his ſervant s malice... 

This is the law, and this Duke Humphry's doom. | 

K. Henry. Then be it ſo: my Lord of Somerſet, 
We make your Grace Regent over the French. 

Som. I humbly thank your Royal Majeſty. 

Arm. And 1 accept the combat willingly. 

Peter. Alas! my Lord, I cannot fight; for God's 
ſake, pity my caſe ; the ſpight of man prevaileth againit 
me. O Lord, have mercy upon me! I ſhall never be 
able to fight a blow : O Lord, my heart: 

C. Sirrah, or you muſt fight, or elſe be hang'd. 

X Henry. Away with them to priſon; and the day 
of combat ſhall be the laſt of the next month. Come, 
Somerſet, we'll ſee thee ſent away. [ Flouriſh. Exeunt, 


SCENE Vill. The witch cave. 


Enter Mother Jordan, Hume, Southwell, and Boling- 
brook, 

Hume. Come, my maſters ; the Ducheſs, I tell you, 
expects perlormance ot your promiſes. 

Beling. Maſter Hume, we are therefore provided, 
Will her Ladyſhip behold and hear our exorciſms? 

Hume Ay, what elſe? ſear not her courage. 

Boling. I have heard her reported tobe a woman of 
an invincible ſpirit ; but it ſhall be convenient, Maſter 
Hume, that you be by her aloft, while we be buſy be- 
low; and fo I pray you go in God's name, and leave 
us. {Exit Hume. ] Mother Jordan, be proitrate and 
grove] on the earth john Southwell, read you, and 
let us to our work. | 


Enter Eleanor als; 


Elean Well faid, my maſters, and welcome to all! 
to this geer, the ſouner the better. | 

Beling Patience, good ady : wizards know their 
Deep night, dark ni ht, the ſilent of the night*, [rimes 

* The jilent of the night, is a claii.ca! eapieTion ; and mcans an in- 


night, 
: * 
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The time of night when Troy was ſet on fire, 
The time when ſcreech-owls cry, and ban-dogs how! ; 
When ſpirits walk, and ghoſts break up their graves; 
That time belt fits the work we have in hand. 
Madam, fit you, and fear not; whom we raiſe, 
Ve will make faſt within a hallowed verge. 
Here they perform the ceremonies, and make the circle: 
Bolingbrook or Southwell reads, Conjuro te, &c. 
Ii thunders and lightens terribly ; then the ſpirit 
Spirit. Adſum. [riſeth. 


M. Ford. Aſmuth, by the eternal God, whoſe name 


And power thou trembleſt at, tell what 1 afk ; 
For till thou ſpeak, thou ſhalt not paſs from hence. 
Sfirit, 2 what thou wilt, —That 1 had ſaid, and 
| one ! | 
Boling. Firſt, of the King : what ſhall of him become ? 
' Spirit. The Duke yet lives that Henry fh.ll depoſe; 
But him outlive, and die a violent death. 
[ As the Spirit ſpeaks, they write the anſwer, 
—_ * me, what fates await the Duke of Suf - 
olk ? 


Spirit, By water ſhall he die, and take his end. 
Bling. What ſhall befall the Duke of Somerſet ? 
Spirit. Let him ſhun caſtles. 

Saſer ſhall he be on the ſandy plains, 

Than where caſtles mounted (tand. 

Have done, for more I hardly can endure, 


Beling. Deſcend to darkneſs, and the burning lake: 
Spirit deſcends. 
Enter the Duke of York, and the Duke of Buckingham, 


Falſe fend, avoid! 


with their guards, and break in. 


York. Lay hands upon theſe traitors, and their traſh : 


Beldame, I think, we watch'd you at an inch 

What, Madam, are you there? the King and realm 
Are deep indebted for chis piece of pains ; 

My Lord protector will, 1 doubt it not, 

See you well guerdon'd for theſe good deſerts. 


Elean. Not half fo bad as thine to England's King, 


1njurious Duke, that threat' where is no cauſe, 


Buck. True Madam, none at all, What call you this? 


" G 
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To ſup with me to-morrow night. Away! 
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Away with them, let them be clap'd up cloſe, 
And kept apart. You, Madam, ſhall with us, 
Stafford, take her to thee. 
We'll ſee your trinkets here forthcoming all. 
[ Exeunt Guard with Jordan, Southwell, Ge.“ 

York. The King is now in progreſs tow rds St Alban's; 
With him.the huſband of this lovely lady : 
Thither go thee news, as faſt as horſe can carry them; 
A ſorry breakfaſt for my Lord Protector. 

Buck. Your Grace ſhall give me leave, my Lord of 
To be the polt, in hope of his reward. [ York, 


York. At your pleaſure, my good Lord. 
Who's within there, ho? 


Enter a Serving-man. 
Invite my Lords of Saliſbury and Warwick, 


[Exeunt. 


» Southwell, &c. 
York. Lord Buckingham, me thinks you watch'd her well. 
A pretty plot well choſe to build upon. 
Now pray, my Lord, let's ſee the devil's writ. 
V hat have we hear? 
The Duke yet lives that Henry ſhall depoſe; 
But him out li ue and die 4 violent death. 
Why, this is juſt, io te, Eacida, Romanos vincere poſſe. 
Well, to the reſt : 
Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolk ? 
By water ſhall be die, and take bis end. 
What ſhall betide the Duke of Somerſet ? 
Let lim ſbun caſtles 
Safer ſball he be on the ſandy plains, 
Than where caſtles mounted fland. 
Come. come, my Lords; 
Theſe oracles are hardily attain'd. 
And hardly underſtood. 
The Kiog is now, &c. 


This repetition of the prophecies, which — — 
after what the ſpectatots had heard in tlie ſcene immediately prece. 
ing, is not to be found in the ficit edition of this play, Mr Pope. 
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2 nnen. 


Al St Alban's, | 


Enter King Henry, Qucen, Pretecbar, Cardizal, and 
Suffolk, with Faulconers hallocing. 


Z. Mar. ID Elieve me, Lords, for flying at the brook, 
I ſaw not better ſport theſe ſeven years 
Yet, by your leave, the wind was very high, {[day; 
And, ten to one, old Joan had not gone out. Tl 
X. Henry But what a point, my Lord, your fanicon 
And what a pith ſhe flew above the reſt : [ made: | 
To ſee how God in all his creatures works ! Ha 
Yea, man and birds are fain of climbing high. W. 
Suf. No marvel, an' it like your Majeſty. 
My Lord Protector's hawks do tow'r ſo well; 
They know, their maſter loves to be aloft, 
And bears his thoughts above his faulcon's pitoh. 
Glo. My Lord, 'tis but a baſe ignoble mind, 
That mounts no higher than a bird can ſoar. 
Car. I thought as much he'd be above the clouds. 
Glo. Ay, my Lord Card'nal, how think you by that ? 
Were it not good your Grace cou d fly to heav'n ? 
K. Henry. The treaſury of everlaſting joy! 
Car. Thy heaven is on earth, thine eyes and thoughts 
Bent on a crown, the treaſure of thy heart : 
Pernieious Protector, dangerous Peer, 
That ſmooth'ſt it ſo with King and common-weal ! 
Glo. What Card'nal ! is your prieſthood grown ſo 
Peremp'ory ? Tantæne animis cæieſtibus ire ? 
Churchmen ſo hot? good uncle, hide zuch malice. 
With ſuch holineſs can you not &o it ? | 
Suf. No malice, Sir, no more than well becomes 
. So good a quarrel, and fo bad, a Peer. 
Glo As who, my Lord? 
Suf. Why, as yourſelf, my Lord; 
An't like your lordly Lord ProteQorſhip. 
Glo. Why, Suffolk, England knows thine inſolence. 
Mar and chy ambition, Glo'lter. 
X. Henry. I pray thee, peace goo1 Queen; 
And whet not on theſe too too furious Pee rs, 
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ace. 
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For bleſſed are the peace - makers on earth. 
Car. Let me be bleſſed for the peace I make, 
Againſt this proud Protector, with my ſword ! 
Glo, Faith, holy uncle, would 'twere come 
to that. 
Car. Marry, when thou dar'ſt. 
Cl Make up no factious numbers for the 
matter, - | 
In thine own perſon anſwer thy abuſe. 
Car. Ay, where thou dar ſi not peep : and 
if thou dar', 
This ev'ning on the eaſt fide of the grove. | 
X. Henry. How now, my Lords? 
Car. Believe me, couſin Glo'ſter, 
Had not your man put up the fowl ſo ſuddenly, 
We'd had more ſport -—— Come with thy two band 


ſword, LA lde to Glouceſter, 


Car. Are you advis'd ? The eaſt ſide of the grove ? 
Glo. Cardinal, I am with you. [Afede. 
KX. Henry. Why, how now, uncle Glo'ſter ? 
Glo. Talking of hawking ; nothing elſe, my Lord. 
Now, by God's mother, Prieſt, 1'll thave your crown 
for this, 


Or all my fence ſhall fail. [Afde, 


Car. | Afde.] Medice, teipſum. 
Protector, ſee to't well, protect yourſelf. 

K. Henry The winds grow high, ſo do your ſlomachs, 
How ii kſome is this muſic to my heart ! [ Lords. 
When ſuch ſtrings jar, what hopes of harmony? 

I pray, my Lords, let me compound this ſtrife, 


SCENE II. Eater One, crying, A miracle! 


Co. What means this noiſe ? 
Feliow, what miracle doſt thoa proclaim ? 
Ore. A miracle, a miracle! 
Sui, Come to the King, and tell him what miracle. 
One. Forſooth, a blind man at St Alban's ſhrine, 
Within this half-hour hath receiv'd his ſight ; 
A wan thut ne'er ſab in his life before. 
K Henry, Now God be prais'd, that to believing 
Gives light in darkneis, comtort in deip ur! {fouls 
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Enter the Mayor of St Alban t, ani his brethren, beare 
ing Simpcox between two in a chair, Simpcax's wife 
oll 9wi ng 0 


Car. Here come the townſmen on proceſſion, 
Before your Highneſs to preſent the man. 

X. Henry. Great is his comfort in this earthly vale, 
Though by his fight his ſin be multiply'd. 

Ca. Stand by, my maſters, bring him near the King, 
His Highneſs' pleaſure is to talk with him. 

X. | nay fellow, tell us here the circumſtance, 
That we for thee may glorify the Lord. 
What, haſt thou been long blind, and now reſtor'd ! 

Simp. Born blind, an't pleaſe your Grace. 

Mie. Ay, indeed, was he. 

Suf. What woman is this ? 

IWife. His wife, an't like your Worſhip. 

Glo. Had'ſt thou been his mother, thou couldſt have 
better told. 

X. Henry. Where wert thou born? 

Simp. At Berwick in the north, an't like your Grace, 

X. Henry. Poor foul! God's goodneſs hath been 

eat to thee- 

Let never day or night unhallowed paſs, 
But ſlill remember what the Lord hath done, 

Qucen. Tell me, good fellow, cam'ſt thou here by 
Or of devotion, to this hol) ſhrine? [chance, 

Simp. God knows, of pure devotion ; being call'd 
A hundred times aud oft'ner, in my ſleep, 
Ey good Saint Alban; who ſaid, Simp-ox, come; 
Come, offer at my ſhrine, and 1 will help thee. 

(iſe. Moſt true, forſooth; and many a time and oft 

iy {elf have heard a voice to call him fa, 

Car. What, art thou lame? 

Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me! 
Sa, How cm ſt thou fo? 

Simp. A fall off a tree. 

Wife. + plum-tree, Maſter. 

Glo. How long halt thou been blind? 

Simp. O, born fo, Maſter. 

(-/o What, and wouldit climb a tree? 

Siu. But once in all my lite, when 1 was a youth. 
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Ni. Too true, and bought his climbing very dear. 

Glo. Maſs, thou lov'dit plums well that wouldit ven- 
ture ſo. 

Simp. Alas, good Sir, my wife deſired ſome damſons, 


And made me climb with danger of my life. 


Glo A ſubtle knave! but yet it ſhall not ſerve : 


Let's ſee thine eyes; wink now, now open them ; 
In my opinion, yet, thou ſeeit not well. 


Simp. Yes, Maſter, clear as day; I thank God and 
Saint Alban. 

Glo. Say ſt thou me ſo? what colour is th's cloak of ? 

Simp. Red, Malter, red as blood. 

Glo. Why, that's well ſaid. What colour is my 
wo of? 

Simp Black, ſor ſooth, coal-black, as jet. 

K. Henry. 8 then thou know ſt what colour jet 
is of? 


S]. And yet 1 think jet did he never ſee. 
Glo. Bat cloaks and gowns, betore this day, a many. 


IWife. Never before this day in all his life, 

Glo, Tell me, firrah, what's my name? 

Simp. Alas, Malter, 1 know not. 

Glo. What's his name:? 

Simp. I know not. 

Glo, Nor his ? 

Simp. No, indeed, Maſter, 

Glo. What's thine own name ? 

Simp. Saunder Simpcox, an' if it pleaſe you, Maſter. 

Gl», Saunder, fit there, the lying'ſt knave in Chri- 
ſtendom ' 


If thou had'ſt been born blind, 

'} hon mighr'ſ as well know all our names, as thus 
To name the ſeveral colours we do wear. 

Sight may diſtinguiſh colours: 

But ſudieuly to aominate them all, 

It is impoſſible. 

My Lord, Saint Alban here hoth done a miracle: 
Would ye not think that cunning to be great, 
That could reſtore this cripple to his legs ? 


Simp O Matter, that you could! 
Glo. My Maſters of Saint Aiban's, 


Have you not beadles in your town, 
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And things call'd whips ? 

Mayor. Yes, My Lord, if it pleaſe your Grace, 

Glo. Then ſend for one preſently, | 

Mayor, Sirrah, go fetch the beadle hither ſtreight. 

[Exit Meſſenger. 

Glo. Now, fetch me a ſtool hither. Now, fu rah, 
if you mean to ſave yourſelf ſrom whipping, leap me 
over this ſtool, and run away. | 

Simp. Alas, Maſter, I am not able to ſtand alone: 
you go about to torture me in vain. 


Enter a Beadle with whips. 


Cle. Well, Sir, we muſt have you find your legs. 
Sirrah, beadle, whip him till he leap over thut ime 
tool, 

Bead. 1 will, my Lord. Come on, firrah, off with 
your doublet quickly. 

Simp. Alas, Maſter, what ſhall I do? I am not able 
to ſtand, 


[ After the beadle hath bit him once, le leaps over the 
Hool, and-runs away and they follow, and cry, A 
miracle 

X Henry. O God, ſeeſt thou this, and beat᷑ ſt ſo long ! 

Queen. It made me laugh to ſee the vill.un run. 

Glo. Follow the knave, and take this drab away. 

Wife. Alas, Sir, we did it for pure need. 

Glo. Let them be whipp'd through every market- 
town, till they come to Berwick, from whence they 
came [Exit Beadle with the woman. 

Car. Duke Humphry has done a miracle to day. 

Suf. True; made the lame to leap, and fly away, 

Glo. But you have done more miracles than 1; 
You made in a day, my Lord, whole towns to fly. 


SCENE IL. Exter Buckingham, 


K. Henry. What tidings with our couſin Buckingham? 
Buck Such as my heart doth tremble to untold : 

A ſort of naughty perſons, lewdly bent, 

Under the countenance and confederacy 

Of Lady Eleanor the Protector's wife, 

(The ringleader and head of all this rout), 


Sc. 3. King Henry VI. 
Have practis d dangerouſly againſt your ſtate ; 


Dealing with witches and with conjurers, | 
W hom we have apprehended in the 1aQ, 
Railing up wicked ſpirits from under ground ; 
Demanding of King Henry's life and death, 
And other of your Highneſs' privy council, 
As more at large your Grace ſhall underſtand. 
Car. And fo, my Lord protector, by this means 
Your lady is forchcoming yet at London, 
1 his news I think hath turn'd your weapon's edge. 
"Tis like, my Lord, you will not keep your hour. | 
[ A/id? to Glouceſter, | 
Glo. Ambitious churchman! leave t'afil-4t my heart! | 
Sorrow and = have vanquiſh'd all my powers; 
And vanquiſh d as 1 am, I yield to thee, 
ith Or to the meaneſt graom · 
X Henry. © God what miſchiefs work the wicked 
ble Heaping confufion on their own heads thereby! [ones, 
Queen Glo'iter, fee here the tainture of thy neſt, 
the And look thyſelf be faultleſ-, thou wert beſt. 
„ A Glo. Madam, for myſelf, to heav'n I do appeal, 
: How I have lov'd my King and common weal : 
And for my wife I know not how it ſtands. 
ng! Sorry am I to hear what I have heard; 
Noble ſhe is ; but if ſhe have forgot 


7. Honour and virtue, and convers d with ſuch 
As, like to pitch, defile nobility ; 
rket- I baniſh her my bed and company, 


they And/give her as a prey to law and ſhame, 
man. That hath diſhonour'd Glo'ſter's honeſt name. 


<__— 2 uo 
- —_— ——— 2 8 wed 
news # the 


. K Henry Well, for this night we will repoſe us here; 
LY. To-morrow toward London back again, | 
RX To look into this buſineſs thoroughly, 

ly. And call theſe foul offenders to their anſwers ; 


And poiſe the cauſe in juſtice” equal ſcales, 
W hole beam ftands ſure, whoſe rightful cauſe prevails. 
ham? 6 LFlouriſb. Exeunt, 


vor. V- C SCENE 
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$CENE IW. Changes to the Duke of York's palace. 
Enter York, Saliſbury, and Warwick, 


York, Now, my good Lords of Saliſbury and War- 
Our ſimple ſupper ended, give me leave, [wick, 
In this cloſe walk to ſatisfy myſelf, 

In craving your opinion of my title, 
Which is infallible, to England's crown. 

Sal. My Lord, I long to hear it thus at full. 

War. Sweet York, begin ; andif thy claim be good, 
The Nevills are thy ſubjects to command. 

Tori. Then thus: 
Edward the Third, my Lords, had ſeven ſons : 
The firſt, Edward the Black Prince, Prince of Wales; 
The ſecond, William of Hatfield ; and the third, 
Lionel Duke of Clarence; next to whom 
Was John of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaſter; 
"The fifth was Edmond Langley, Duke of York ; 
The ſixth, was Thomas of Woodſtock, Duke of Glo'ſter; 
William of Windſor was the ſeventh and laſt, 
Edward the Black Prince dy'd before his father, 
And left behind him Richard, his only fon, 
Who, after Edward the Third's death, reign'd King; 
Till Henry Bolingbroke, Duke of Lancaſter, 
The eldeſt ſon and heir of John of Gaunt, ' 
Crown'd by the name of Henry the Fourth, 
Seiz'd on the realm; depos'd the rightful King; 


* a 
. TT 3 FRE n NS” — 


Sent his poor Queen to France from whence ſhe came, 7 
And him to Pomfret; where, as all you know, Tar 
Harmleſs King Richard trait'rouſly was murther d. * , 

mar. Father, the Duke hath told the truth. — 


Thus got the houſe of Lancaſter the crown. B 
York. Which now they hold by force, and not by A. 
For Richard, the firſt ſon's heir being dead, [right; Wial 
The iſſue of che next ſon ſhould have reign'd. - 
Sal. But William of Hatfield dy'd without an heir. 
York. The third ſon, Duke of Clarence, from whoſe Till 
I claim the crown, had ifſue Philippe, a daughter, [line I Tn 8 
| Who married Edmond Mortimer, Earl of March. 
ö Edmond had iſſue ; Roger Earl of March: Shall 
i Rodger had iſſue; Edmond, Anne, and Eleanor. 
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Sal. This Edmond, in the reign of Bolingbroke, 

As 1 have read, laid claim unto the crown; 

And, but for Owen Glendower, had been King ; 

Who kept him in captivity till he dy'd. 

But to the reſt 
Tork. His eldeſt filter, Anne, 

My mother, being heir unto the crown, 

Married Richar.! Earl of Cambridge, 

Who was the ſon to Edmond Langley, 

Edward the Fhird's fifth ſon. — 

By her I claim the kingdom; ſhe was heir 

To Roger Earl of March, who was the fon 

Of Edmond Mortimer, who married Philippe, 

Sole daughter unto Lionel Duke of Clarence.. 

So, if the iflue of the elder ſoa 

Succeed before the younger, I am King. | 
War. What plain proceedings is more plain than this ? 

Henry doth claim the crown Fom John of {;aunt, 

The fourth ſon ; York here claims it from the third. 

Till Lionel's iſſue fail; his ſhoul4 not reign ; 


It fails not yet, but flouriſherh in thee, 


And in thy ſons, fair flips of ſuch a ſtock. 
Then, father Saliſbury, kneel we together, 
And in this private plot be we the firſt, 
That ſhall ſalute our rightful Sovereign 
With honour of his birthright to the crown; 
Beth. Lon live our Sov'reign Richard, Eogtand's- 
Kin 
' York. We thank you, Lords: but I am not your King, 
Till I be crown'd; and that my ſword be ſtain'd 
With heart-blood of the houſe of Lancaſter : 
And that's not ſuddenly to be perſorm'd, 
But with advice and filent ſecrecy. 
Do you, as 1 do, in theſe dang'rous days, 
Wink at the Duke of Suffolk's infolence, 
At Beaufort's pride, at Somerſet's ambition, 
At Buckingham, and all the crew of them ; 
Till they have ſnar'd the ſhepherd of the flock, 
That virtuous prince, the good Duke Humphry : 
*Tis that they ſeek, and they in ſeeking that 
Shall ſeek their deaths, if York can propheſy, 
" C 2. 
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Sal. - > here break we off ; we know your 
mind. _ 
War. My heart aſſures me, that the Earl of Warwick 
Shall one day make the Duke of York a King. 
York. And, Nevih, this I do aſſure myſelf: 
Richard ſhall live to make the Earl of Warwick 
The greateſt man in England, but the King. [Exeunt. 


SCENE V. Changes to a houſe near to Smithfield: 


Sound trumfets. Enter King Henry, Qucen, and Nobles; 
the Ducheſs, Mother — buy Southwell, Hume, and 
Bolin, broke, ander guard, 


X Henry, Stand forth, Dame Eleanor Cobham, 


2 Clo'ſter's wiſe. 

In fight of God and us your guilt is t; 
Receive the ſentence of A ſor 1 f 
Such as by God's book are adjudg'd to death, 
Yew lour from hence to priſon, back again; 
From thence. unto the place of execution; 

The witch in Smithfield ſhall be burned to aſhes, 
nd you three ſhall be ſtrangled on the galloxs. 
Yeu, Madam, for you are more nobly born, 
Defpoiled of your honour in your life, 

Shall after three days open penance done, 

} ive in your country here, in baniſhment, 

\ ith Sir joba Stanley, in the Iſle of Man. 

Eleau. Welcome is exile, welcome were my death. 

Glo. The law thou ſeeſl, bath judg'd thee, Eleanor; 
cannot juſlify whom law condemns. 

[Exeunt Eleanor, and the others, guarded. 
Mire eyes are full of tears, my heart ot grief. | 
„b, Humphry ! this diſhonour in thine age 
\\ ill bring thy head with ſorrow to the ground. 
be eech your Majeſty, give we leave to go; 
SErrow would lolace, and n:y age would caſe. 

X. Henry. Stay, Humphry, Duke of Glo'lter ; ere 
tive up thy eff ; Henry will to himſelf [thou go, 
Protector be, and God thall be my hope, 

My ſtay, my guide, and lanthorn to my feet. 
nd go in peace, Humpbry, no lefs belov'd, 
1 Ban when thou wert Protector to thy King. 
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© Mar. I ſee no reaſon why a King of years 
Should be to be protected like a child: 
God and King Henry govern England's realm : 
Give up your ſtaff, Sir, and the King his realm : 
Glo. My aff : here, Noble Henry, is my ſtaff : 
As willingly do | the ſame reſign 
As e'er thy father Henry made it mine; 
And even as willing at thy feet 1 leave it, 
As others would ambitiouſly receive it. 
Farewel, good King ; when I am dead and gone 
May honourable peace attend thy throne. 
: [Exit Glouceſter. 
2 Mar. Why, now is Henry King, and Marg'ret 


Queen. 
And Humphry Duke of Glo'ſter ſcarce himſelf, 
That bears ſo ſhrewd a maim ; two pulls at once; 
His Lady baniſh d, and a limb lopp'd off: 
This ſtaff of hunour raught, there let it Rand, 
Where belt it fits to be, in tienry's hand, 
Suf. Thus droops this loſty pine, and hangs his ſprays ; 
Thus Eleanor's pride dies in her younger days. 

York. Lords, let him go. Pleaſe it your Majeſty, 

This is the day appointed ſor the combat, 
And ready are th appellant and defendant, 
The armourer and his man, to enter the liſts ; 

So pleaſe your Highneſs to bebold the fight. 

. Mar. Ay, good wy Lord ; for purpoſely therefore 
Left I the court to ſee this quarrel try'd. | 
X. Henry. A God's name, lee the liſts and all things 
Here let them end it, and God guard the right! [fit; 

York. I never ſaw a fellow worſe beſtead, 

Or more afraid to fight, than is th! appellant + 
The ſervant of the armourer, my Lords, 


C 3 


32 The fecond Part of AR 2. 


Enter at one door the armourer and his neigbbours drinking 
to him ſo much, that he is drunk; and he enters with 

a drum before him, and his flaff, with a ſand- bag 
faſtened to it“; and at the other door his man, with 
4 drum and ſand-bag, and prentices drinking to him, 


3 Neigh. Here, neighbour Horner, I drink to you 
in a cup of ſack; and fear not, neighbour you mall 
do well enough. | 

2 Neigb. And here, neighbour, here's a cup of char- ( 
neco. 

3 Neigh. And here's a pot of good double beer, 
neighbour ; drink, and fear not your man. 

Arm. Let it come, i faith, and I'll pledge you all; 
and a fig for Peter, 
raid. | 

2 Pren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy maſter ; 
Sght for the credit ot the prentices. 

Peter. I thank you all; drink and pray for me, 1 
pray you; for 1 think 1 have taken my laſt dravght 
in this world, Here, Robin, if 1 die, I give thee my 
apron ; and Will, thou ſhalt have my hammer ; and 
here, Tom, take all the money that 1 have. © Lord, 
bleſs me I pray God; for I am never able to deal with 
my maſter, he hath learn'd ſo much to fence already. 

Sal. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows. 
Sirrah, what's thy name ? 

Peter, Peter, forſooth. 

Sal. Peter ? what more ? 

Peter. Thump. 

Sal. Thump ? T hen ſee thou thump thy maſter well, T1 

Arm. Maſters, 1 am come hither as it were upon my 
man's inſtigation, to prove him a knave, and myſelf an 
honeſt man: and touching the Duke of York, I will 
take my death I never meant him any ill, nor the King, 
nor the Queen; and therefore, Peter, have at thee witk 


* As according to the old laws of duels, Knights were to figh 
vith the Lnce a»vd ſword ; fo thoſe of inferior rank fouglt with 3 
cou Paff or battcon, to the fartker end of which was Hud a bag 
cxanm'd hard with faud, 
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a downright blow, as Bevis of Southampton fell upon 
Aſcaparr. 
York. Diſpatch: this knave's tongue begins to double, 
Sound trumpets; ala-rum to the cumbatants, 
| [They fight, and peter firikes him down, 
Arm, Hold, Peter, hold; 1 confeſs, I conſefs treaſon, 
Dies. 
York. Take away his weapon: fellow, 2 Goa, 
and the good wine in thy maſter's way. 
Peter. O God, have I overcome mine enemy in this 
O Peter, thou haſt prevail'd in right. [preſence ? 
K. Henry. Go take hence that traitor from our ſight, 
For by his death “ we do perceive his guilt. 
And God in juſtice hath reveaF'd to us 
The truth and innocence of this poor fellow, 
Which be had thought to murder wrongfully. 


Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward. [Execunt, | 
SCENE Vil. The fret, 
Enter Duke Humphry and bis men, in mourning cloaks, 


Glo. Thus ſometimes hath the brighteſt day a cloud, 
And, after ſummer, evermore tucceeds 
The barren winter with his nipping cold ; 
So cares and joys abound, as ſeaſous fleet. 
Sirs, what's a clock? 
Serv, Ten, my Lord. 
Glo. Ten is the hour that was appointed me, 
To watch the coming of my puniſh'd Ducheſs : wb 
Unneath may ſhe endure the fliary ſtreets. F 
To tread them with her tender · feeling feet. 
Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble 1 
The abject people gazing on thy face, 
With VL looks (till Ling at thy ſhame, 
That erſt did follow thy proud chariot-wheels, 
When thou didſt ride in triumph thro” the ſtreets, 
Bat fott! k think ſhe comes; and IN prepare 
My tear ſtain d eyes to ſee her miſeries. 


* Jeath, for defeat. Becauſe by the laws of ducls, he that was 
defcated, was $xeeuted in conſequence of ity ; 


34 The Second Part of AR 2. Se. 


Enter the Ducheſs in a white ſheet, and a taper burning a 
in ber hand, with Sir John Stanley, a Sheriff and 
Officers, — 
Serv. So pleaſe your Grace, we'll take her ſrom the ( 
Sheriff. Ia 
Glo. No, ſtir not for your lives, let her paſs by. An 
Elean, Come you, my Lord, to ſee my open ſhame ? An 
Now thou doſt penance too. Look how they gaze All 
See how the giddy multitude do point, 80 
And nod their heads, and throw their eyes on thee ! We 
Ah, Glo'ſter, hide thee from their hateful looks ; WI 
And in thy cloſet pent up, rue my ſhame, But 
And ban our enemies, both mine and thine. Th 
; Glo. Be pati tle Nell; et this grief. I pt 
5 Elean. Ah! Glo'ſter, teach me to forget myſelf: Th 
4 For whilſt 1 think I am thy married wife, 
h And thou a prince, Protector of this land, 
i Methinks I ſhould not thus be led along, : J 
ly Mail'd up in ſhame, with papers on my back; mei 
* And followed with a rabble, that rejoice 0 
1 To fee my tears, and hear my deep - fetch d groans. Th 
1 The ruthleſs flint doth cut my tender feet ; 
4 And when | ſtart, the cruel people laugh, My 
7 And bid me be adviſed how I tread. Let 
os Ah ! Humphry, can I bear this ſhameful yoke ? 5 
| x Trow'ſt thou that e er I'll look upon the. world, Ane 
id Or count them happy that enjoy the ſun ? To 
i No: dark ſhall be my light, and night my day. C 
5 To think upon my pomp, ſhall be my hell. 0 
11 Sometime II ſay I am Duke Humphry's wiſe, 
4 And he a prince and ruler of the land: C 
14 Yet io he rul'd, and ſuch a prince he was, You 
l That he ſtood by, whilft I, his forlorn-Ducheſs, Anc 
Was made a wonder and a pointing-ſtock You 
— „ idle, follower | E - 
t ou mild, and bluſh not at « 
Nor ſtir at nothing, till the ax of Jeath __ 
Hang over thee, as, ſure, it ſhortly will. | t 
For Suffolk (he that can do all in all For 
With her that hateth rhee and hates us all), Dez 


4 And York, and impious Beaufort, chat falle prieſt, Bee 
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Have all lim'd buſhes to betray thy wings : 
And fly thou, how thou canſt, they'll rangle thee ; 
But fear not thou until thy foot be ſnar'd, 
Nor never ſeek prevention of thy ioes. 

Glo Ah, Nell, forbear ; thou aimeſt all awry. 
I muſt offend before I be attainred : | 
And had | twenty times ſo many foes, 
And each of them had twenty times their power, 
All theſe could not procure me any ſcathe, 
So long as I am loyal, true, and crimeleſs, 
Wouldſt have me reſcue thee from this reproach ? 
Why, yet thy ſcandal were not wip'd away ; 
But I in danger for the breach of law. 
Thy greateſt help is quiet, gentle Nell: 
I pray thee, ſort thy heart to patience ; 
Theſe few days' wonder will be quickly worn. 


Enter a Herald. 


Her. I ſummon your Grace to his Majeſty's pas ka- 
ment holden at Bury, the firſt of this next month. 
Glo. And my conſent ne'er aſk'd herein before ? 
This is cloſe dealing. Well, 1 will Le there. 
[Exit Herald. 
My Nell, I take my leave; and, Maſter Sheriff, 
Let not her penance exceed the King's commiſſion. 
Sher. An't pleaſe your Grace, here my commiſſion 
And Sir John Stanley is appointed now, Iſtays: 
To take her with him to the iſle of Man. 
Glo. Muſt you, Sir John, protect my Lady bere? 
Stan. So am I giv'n in charge, may't pleaſe your 
Grace. 
Gl>. Intreat her not the worſe, in that I pray 
You uſe her well; the world may laugh again; 
And I may live to do you kindneſs, it 
You do it her: and fo, Sir John, farewell. 
Elean What gone, my Lord, and bid me not farewell? 
G/o, Witneis my tears, I cannot ſtay to ſpeak. 
; [Exit Glouceſter, 
Elean. Art thou gone too? all comfort go with thee ! 
For none abides with me; my joy is death; 
Peath, at whoſe name I oft have been afraid, 
Becauſe 1 wilh'd this world's eternity, 
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Stanley, I pr'ythee, and take me hence, 
care not whither, I beg no favour ; 
Only convey me where thou art commanded. 

Stan. Why, Madam, that is to the iſle of Man; 
'There to be us'd according to your ſtate, 

Elean. That's bad enough, for | am but reproach : 
And ſhall I then be us'd reproachfully ? 

Stan. No; like a Ducheſs, and Duke Humphry's 
According to that ſtate you ſhall be us'd. [lady,. 

Elean, Sheriff, farewell; and better than I fare; 
Although thou haſt been conduct of my ſhame. 

Sher. It is my office; Madam, pardon me. 

Elean. Ay, ay, farewell F thy office is diſcharg'd: 
Come, Stanley, ſhall we go? 

Stan. Madam, your penance done, throw off this 
And go we'to attire yeu for our journey [ſheer,. 

Eleen. My ſhame will not be ſhifted with my ſheet: 
No, it will hang upon my richeſt robes, 
Aud thew itſelf, attire me how I can. 
Go, lead the way, 1 long OR. Exeunt; 


ACT m. SCENE *. 
At Bury. 
Enter King Henry, Dneen, Cardinal, suffolk, York, 


Buckingham, Saliſbury, and Warwick, 7 the parlias. 


ment, 


K. Henry, I Muſe my Lord of Glo'ſter is not cone: 
> *Tis not his wont to be the hindmaſt man, 

VWhate'er occaſion keeps him from us now. 

©. Mar. Can you not fee? or will you not obſerve 
The ſtrangeneſs of his alter d countenance ? 
With what a majeſty he bears himſelf, 
How inſolent ol late he is become, 
How perem;-tory and unlike himſelf! 
We know the time fince he was mild and affable; 
And it we did but glance a fat off look, 
Immediately he was npon his knee; 
That all the court admir'd him for ſubmiſſion · 
But meet him now, and be it in the morn, 
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When ev'ry one will give the time of day, 

He knits his brow, and ſhews an angry eye, 
And paſſeth by with tiff unbowed knee, 
Diſdaining duty that to us belongs. 

Small curs are not regarded when they grin ; 
But great men tremble when the lion roars, 
And Humphry is no little man in England, 
Firſt note, that he is near you in deſcent ; 

And ſhould you fall, he is the next will moun 
Me ſeemeth then, it is no policy, | 
2 what a ranc'rous mind he bears, 
And his advantage following your deceale), 
That he ſhould come about your royal perſon, 
Or be admitted to your Highneſs council. 

By flatt'ry hath he won the commons bearts : 
And when he'll pleaſe zo make commotion, 
Tis to be tear'd they all will follow him. 

Now 'tis the ſpripg, and weeds are ſhallow rooted, 
Suffer them now and they'll 2 the garden, 
And choke the herbs for want of huſbandry, 
The reverent care I bear unto my Lord, 
Made me collect theſe dangers in the Duke. 

If it be fond, call it a woman's fear : 

Which fear, if better reaſons can ſupplant, 

I will ſubſcribe, and fay, 1 wrong'd the Duke. 
My Lords of Suffolk, Buckingham, and York, 
Reprove my allegation, if you can, 

Or-elſe conclude my words effetual. 

Suf. Well bath your Highneſs ſeen into this Duke. 
And had | firſt been put to fpeak my mind, 
I think I ſhould have told your Grace's tale, 
The Ducheſs, by his ſubornation, 

Upon my life, began her deviliſh practices; 
Or if he were not privy to thoſe fanlts, 
Yet, by reputing of his high deſcent, 

As next the King he was ſucceſſive heir, 
And ſuch high vaunts of his nobility, 

Did inſtigate the bedlam brain- ſck Ducheſs, 
By wicked means to frame our Sov'reign's tall. 
Smooth runs the water where the brook is deep, 
And in his ſimple ſhew he harbours treaſon. 

The fox barks not when he would ſteal the lamb. 
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No, no, my Sovereign ; Glo'ſter is a man 
Pnſounded yet, and full of deep deceit. 
Car. Did he not, contrary to form of law, 
Deviſe ſtrange deaths for ſmall offences done? 
York. And did he not, in his Protectorſhip, 
ſums of money through the realm 
For — pay in France, and never feat it ? 
By means whereof the towns each day revolted. 
Buck. Tot, theſe are petty faults to faults unknown, 
Which time will bring to light in ſmooth Duke Hume 


phry. 
K. 9 at once; the care you have 
2 

To mow down thorns that would annoy our foot, 
Is worthy praiſe. But ſhall 1 ipeak my conſcience ? 
Our kinſman Glo'ſter is as innocent 
From meaning treaſon to our royal perſon, 
As is the ſuckling lamb or harmleſs dove. 
The Duke is virtuous, mild, and too well given 
To dream on evil, or to work my downfal. 

2 Mar. Ah! what's more dang'rous than this fond 

> affiauce? 

Seems he a dove? his feathers are but borrow'd; 
For he's diſpoſed as the bateful raven. | 
Is he a lamb ? his ſkin is ſurely lent him; 
For he's inclin'd as is the ravenous wolf 
Who cannot ſteal a ſhape, that means deceit ? 
Take heed, my Lord; the welfare of us all 
Hangs on the cutting ſhort that fraudful man. | 


Enter Somerſet. 


Som. All health unto my gracious Sovereign ! 
X. Henry. Welcome, Lord Someriet; what news 
trom France? ; 
Som. That all your int'reſt in thoſe territories 
Is utterly bereft you; all is loſt. 
K. Henry. Cold news, Lord Somerſet ; but God's 
| will be done ! | 
York. Cold news for me: for 1 had hope of France, 
As firmly as I hope for fertile England. | 
Thus are my bloſſoms blaſted in the bud, 


And caterpillars eat my leaves away. 
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But I will remedy this ere long, | 
Or ſell my title for a g grave. [Afde. 


SCENE 1. Enter Glouceſier. 


Glo. All happineſs unto my Lord the King! 
Pardon, my Liege, that I have ſtaĩd fo long. 

Suf. Nay, Glo'ſter, know, that thou art come too 
Unleſs thou weft more loyal than thou art. [ſoon, 
1 do arreſt thee of high treaſon here. 

Glo. Well, Suffolk, yet thou ſhalt not ſee me bluſh, 
Nor change my countenance for this arreſt. 
A heart unf] is not eaſily daunted. 
The pureſt ſpring is not ſo free from mud, 
As I am clear from treaſon to my Sovereign. 
Who can accuſe me? wherein am | guilty ? 

York. 'Tis thought, my Lord, that you took bribes 

of France; 
And, being Protector, aid the ſoldiers' pay; 
By means whereof his Highneſs hath loſt France. 

Glo. la it but thought ſo? what are they that think 
I never robb'd the ſoldiers of their pay, ſir? 
Nor ever had one penny bribe from France. 

So help me God, as 1 have watch'd the night, 

Ay, night by night, in ſtudying good for England ! 
That doit that e er 1 wreſted from the King, 

Or any groat | hoarded to my ule, 

Be brought againſt me at my a | 

No ; many a pound of my own proper ſtore, 
Becauſe | would not tax the needy commons, 

Have I diſburſed to the 

And never aſk'd for reſtitution. 

Car, It ſerves you well, my Lord, to fay Go much. 
Glo. | ſay no more than truth; fo belp me God! 
York. In your 


That England was defam'd 7. 

Glo Why, 'tis well known, that, whiles I was Pro- 
Pity was all the fault that was in me: [teor, 
For | ſhould melt at an offender's tears, 

And lowly, words were ranſom for their fault, 
Unleſs it were a bloody murtherer, 
Or foul felogious thief that fleec'd poor paſſengers, 
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The envious load that lies upon his beart; 
And dogged York that reaches at the moon, 
Whoſe over-weening arm 1 have pluck d back, 


Sc. 3. King Henry V1. 
fs 8 . 
4 quickly foun 2 1 


—— hep you opal pron 
Be thus upbraided, chid, and rated at, 
And the bifender granted feope of ſpeech, 
TR dos cool in zeal unto your Grace. 
th he not twit our Sovereign Lady here 
wis ious words, themed clertly couch's, 
As if the had ſuborned ſome to ſwear 
Falſe allegations, to o'erthrow his late ? 
9. Mar. But I can give the loſer leave to chide. 
Gle. Far truer ſpoke than meant; Lloſe, indeed; 
Beſhrew the winners, for they play d me falſe; 
And well ſuch loſers may have leave to ſpeak. 
Fo; - won 
is your 
Car. Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him fure. 
Glo. Ab, thus King Henry throws away his crutch, 
Before his legs be firm to bear his body :. 
Thus is the ſhepherd beaten from thy fide, 
And wolves are who ſhall gnaw thee firſt. 
Ah, that my fear were ah that it were! 


For, good King Henry, thy decay I fear, Exit guarded. 
SCENE II. 


K. Henry. My Lords, what to your wiſdom ſeemeth 

ay 1+ - a6 as if · ourſelf were here. [beſt, 

2: Mar. % parlia 
meat 


X. Henry. Ay, Margaret; my heart is drown'd with 
W hoſe flood be ins to flowwithin m es; [gricf, 
My body — ingirt with miſery : CY 

For what's more miſerable than diſcontent ? 

Ah, uncle Humphry ! in thy face 1 ſee 

The map of honour, truth, and loyalty ; 

And yet, good Humphry, is the hour to come, 
That e er | prov'd thee falſe, or fear'd thy faith. 
What low'rin I — 


That theſe great Lords, 
Do ſeek ſubverſion of thy — life, 


That never didſt them wrong, — 
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And as the butcher takes away the calf, 
And binds the wretch, and beats it when it ſtrives, 
Bearing it to the bloody ſlaughter-houſe; 
Even fo remorſeleſ have they borne him hence. 
And as the dam runs lowing up and down, 
Looking the way her barmleſs young one went, 
And can do nonght but wail her darling loſs ; 
Even ſo myſelt bewail good Glo'ſter's caſe 
With ſad unhelpful tears; and with dimm'd eyes 
Look after him, and cannot do him good: 
So mighty are his vowed eremies. 
His fortunes | will weep, and twist each 
Say, Who's a traitor ? Glo'ſter he is none [Exit, 
9. Mar. Free Lords, cold ſnow melts with the ſun's 
Henry my Lord is cold in great affairs, [hot beams, 
Too full of fooliſh pity : Glo'ſter's ſhew 
Beguiles him as the mourntul crocodile 
With ſorrow ſnares relenting paſſengers : 
Or as the ſnake, roll'd in a flow'ry bank, 
With ſhining chequer'd ſlough, doth ſting a child 
That for the beauty thinks it excellent. 
Believe me, Lords, were none more wiſe than TI, 
And yet herein I judge my own wit ). 
Kis Glo'ſter mould be quickly rid A ns oY 
To rid us trom the fear we have of him. 
Car. That be ſhould die, is worthy policy ; 
But yet we want a colour for his death : 
»Tis meet he be condemn d by courſt of law. 
Suf But, in my mind, this were no policy: 
The King will labour ſtill to fave his life, 
The commons haply riſe to fave his lite ; 
And yet we have but trivial argument, 
More than miltruſt, that ſhews him worthy death. 
York. So that by this, you would not have him die. 
S. Ah, York, no man alive fo fainas 1 
York. Tis York that hath more reaſon for his death. 
But, my Lord Cardinal, and you, my Lord of Suffolk, 
Say as you think, and ſpeak it from your ſouls: 
Wer e't not all one, an empty eagle were ſet 
To guard the chicken from à hungry kite, 
As place Duke Humphry ſor the King's Protector? 
Mar. So the poor chicken ſhould be ſure of death. 
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Suf. Madam, tis true; and were 't not madneſs then 
To make the fox ſurveyor of the fold ? 
Who bein accus'd a crafty murtherer, 


By nature enemy , 

before his chaps be ſtain'd _ crimſon blood, 

As Humphry's 'd by reaſons to my Liege; 
rn. 

Be it by ginns, by ſnares, by ſubtilty, 

Sleeping or waking, 'tis no matter how, 

So he be dead ; for that is good deceit 
Which mates him firſt, that firſt intends deceit. 
Mar. Thrice Noble Suffolk, tis reſolutely ſpoke. 

Suf. Not reſolute, except ſo much were done; 
For things are often ſpoke, and ſeldom meant ; 
But that my heart accordeth with my tongue, 
Seeing the deed is meritorious, 

And to preſerve my Sovereign from his ſoe, 
Say but the word, and I will be his prieſt. 

Car. But I would have him dead, my Lord of Suffolk, 
Ere you can take due orders for a prieſt ; | 
Say you conſent, and ceniure well the deed, 

And I'll provide his executioner, 
I tender ſo the ſafety of my Riege. 

Suf. Here is my hand, the deed is worthy doing. 

9. Mar. And fo ſay I. « 

York, And 1 : And now we three have ſpoke it, 
It {kills not greatly who impugns our doom. 

S CEN E Iv, Enter a Po. 


Pe. Great Lords, from Ireland am I come amain 
die. To ſignify that rebels there are up, 
And put the Engliſhmen unto the ſword : 
Send ſuccours, Lords, and ſtop the rage betime, 
— 2 the wound do grow incurable; 
or being green there is great hope of help. 

Car. A breach that craves a quick - [IM ſtop! 
What counſel give you in this weighty cauſe ? | 

York bat Somerſet be ſent a Regent th. ther; 
cath, *Tis meet that lucky ruler be employ d; 
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Witneſs the fortune he hath had in France.ao 
Som. If York, with all his far fetch'd policy, 
Had been the Regent there inſtead of me, 
He never wou'd have ſtaid in France ſo long. 
York. No, not to lole it at all, as thou haſt done: 
I rather would have loſt my life betimes 
Than bring a burthen of diſhonour Home, 
By ſtaying there ſo long, till all were loſt. 
Shew me one ſcar character d on thy {kin : 
Mens' fleſh preſer vd fo whole do ſeldom win. 
2, Mar Nay then, this ſpark will prove a raging fire, 
If wind and fewel be brought to feed it with. 
No more, good York; ſweet Somerſet, be {ll 
Thy fortune. York, hadſt thou been Regent there, 
Might happily have prov d far worſe than his. | 
York What, worſe chan nought ? nay, then a ſhame 
take all ! | £4. 
Sem. And, in the number thee that wiſheſt ſhame ! 
Car. My Lord of York; try what your tortune is: 
Th' uncivil kerns of Ireland are in arms, 
And temper clay with blood of Evogliſhmen. 
To ireland will you lead à band of men, 
Coll: ted choicely from each county ſome, 
And iy your hap againſt the lriſhmen? 
Yerk | will. y Lord, fo pleaſe his Majeſty, 
S Why, our autb@ity is his conſent ; 
And what we do eltabliſh, he confirms ; 
'T hen, Noble York take thou this taſk in hand. 
Tork. I am content: provide me loldiers, Lords, 
Whit 1 take order for mine own affairs. 
Sf. A charge Lord York, that | will ſee perform'd: 
But now return we to the falſe Duke Hu:nphry. 
Car. No more of him; for | will deal with him, 
That henceforth he ſhall trouble us no more : 
And ſo break off: the day is almoſt ſpent : 
Lord Suffolk, you and I muſt talk of that event. 
York My Lord of Suffolk, within fourteen days 
At Briſtol I expect my ſoldiers; | 
For there I'll thip them all for Ireland. | 
$f. I'll ſee it truly done, my Lord of York. LExcuni. 


% 


Sc. 5. King Henry VI. 45 


SCENE v. Manet York. 


York. Now, York, or never, ſteel thy tearful thoughts, 
And change miſdouht to reſolution : 
Be that thou hop'ſt to be, or what thou art 
Reſign to death, it is not worth th'enjoying : 
Let pale ftac'd Fear keep with the mean - born man, 
And find no harbour in a Royal heart. 
Faſter than ſpring time ſhow'rs, comes thought on 
And not a thought but thinks on dipnity. {thought, 
My brain, more bu!y than the lab ring ſpider, 
Weaves te Jious ſnares to trap mine enemies. 
Well. Nobles, well; 'tis politicly done, 
To ſend me packing with an holt of men: 
1 fear mie you but warm the ſtarved ſnake, 
Who, cherith'd in your breaſt, will ſting your hearts, - 
*F was men | lack d, and yon will give them me; 
I take it kindly : yet be well dur d 
You put ſharp we.ipons+ in a mad man's hands. 
Whilſt 1 in ireland nouriſh a mighty band, 
I wilt tir up in 'ngland ſome black ſtorm 
Shall blow ten thouſand ouls to heav'n or bell. 
Aud this fell tem pelt thall uot ceaie to rage, 
Until the golden circuit on my head, 
(Like to the glorious fan's trantparent beams), 
Do calm the fury of this mad brain'd flaw. 
And, for a miniſter of my wtent, 
I have ſeduc'd a headſtrong Kentiſh man, 
Joba Cade of Aſhford, 
To make commonon, as fnll well he can, 
Under the title of 7ohn Mortimer. 
In Ireland have 1 ſeen this ſtubborn Cade 
Oppoſe himſelf againſt a trovp of kerns ; 
And iought ſo long, ull that his thighs with darts 
Were almoſt like a tharp-quill'd porcupine : 
And, in the end being reicu d. | have ſeen 
Him caper uprignt like a wild Moriſco, 
Shaking the bloody darts, as he his bells. 
Full often, like a thag hau d crafty kern, 
Hath he converſed with the en2ny ; 
, And undiſcover'd come to me a, 4in, 
And giv'n me notice of their villanies. 


This devil here ſhall be my ſubſtitute; 

For that John Mortimer, which now is dead, 
In face, in gate, in ſpeech, he doth reſemble. 
By this 1 ſhall perceive the commons' mind, 
How they affect the houſe and claim of York. 
Say he be taken, rack'd, and tortured ; 

1 know no pain they can inflict upon him 
Will make him ſay, I mov'd him to thoſe arms. 

Say that he thrive, as 'tis great like he will ; 

Why, then, from Ireland come I with my ſtrength, 
And reap the harveſt which that raſcal ſow'd : 

For Humphry being dead, as he ſhall be, 

And Henry put apart, the next for me. Z [Exit 


SCENE VI. Ar oþartment in the palace. 


Enter two or three running over the flage from the mur 
ther of Duke Humphry. | | 


1 Run to my Lord of Suffolk; let him know 
We have diſpatch'd the Duke, as he commanded. 

2 Ob that it were to do! what have we done! 
Didſt ever hear a man ſo penitent! 


Enter Suffolk. 


1 Here comes my Lord. 
Suf. Now, Sirs, have you diſpatch'd this thing ? 
1 Ay, my good Lord, he's dead. 
Suf. Why, that's well ſaid. Go, get you to my houſe 
I will reward you for this vent'rous deed : 
The King and all the Peers are here at hand — 
Have you laid fair the bed? are all things well, 
According as I gave directions; 

x Yes, my good Lord. 

Suf. Away, be gone. [Exeunt Murtherers 


Enter King Henry, the Queen, Cardinal, Somerſet» 
with Attendants. 


K. Henry. Go, call our uncle to our preſence ſtrait : 
Say, we intend to try his Grace to-day, 
If he be guilty, as 'tis publithed. 
Suf, Il call him preſeatly, my Noble Lord, LExit. 
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K. Henry. Lords, take your places : and I pray you all 
Proceed no (traiter gainſt our uncle Glo'ſter, 
Than from true evidence of good eſteem 
He be approv'd in practice culpable. 
2. Mar. God forbid any malice ſhould prevail, 
That faultleſs may condemn a Nobleman ! 
Pray God he may acquit him of ſuſpicion ! 

XK. Henry. I thank thee. Well, theſe words content 

me much. 


Enter Suffolk. 


How now ? why look t thou pale ? why trembleſt thou ? 


Where is our uncle? what is the matter, Suffolk? 
Suf. Dead in his bed, my Lord; Glo'ſter is dead. 
2. Mar. Marry, God forefend! 

Car. God's ſecret judgement : I did dream to night, 

The Duke was dumb, and could not ſpeak a word. 


h [ King fweons, 
2. e Lord ? help, Lords, the King 


is 1 
Som. Rear up his body, wring him by the noſe. 
. Mar. Run, go, help, help! oh, Henry, ope thine 


eyes. 

Suf. He doth revive again; Madam, be patient. 

XK. Henry. O heav'nly God! 

Mar How fares my gracious Lord? | 
Suf. —— my Sovereign; gracious Henry, eom- 

ort. 

K. Henry. What, doth my Lord of Suffolk comfort me? 

Came he right now to ſing a raven's note, 

Whoſe diſmal tune bereft my vital pow'rs; 

And thinks he, that the chirping of a wren, 

By crying comfort from a hollow breaſt, 

Can chaſe away the firſt conceived ſound ? 

Hide not thy poiſon with ſuch ſugar'd words ; 

Lay not thy hands on me; forbear, 1 ſay; 


Their touch 4firights me as a ſerpent's (ting, 


Thou baleful meſſenger, out of my fight! 

Upon thy eye-balls murd'rous Tyranny 

Sits in grim majelty to tright the world. 

Look not upon me, tor thine eyes are wounding! 
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Yet do not go away ; come, baſiliſk, 

And kill the innocent gazer with thy ſight: 
For in the ſhade of death I ſhall find joy; 

In life but double death, now Glo'ſter's dead. 
9. Mar. Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolk thus! 
Although the Duke was enemy to him, 

Yet he, moſt Chriſtian - like, laments his death. 

And for myſelf, ſoe as he was to me, 
Might liquid tears, or heart-offendin 
Or blood-conſuming ſighs, recal his lite ; 

1 would be blind with weeping, fick with groans, 
Look pale as primroſe with blood-drinking fighs, 

And all ro have the Noble Duke alive. 

What know I how the world may deem of me? 

For it is known we were but hollow friends : 

It may be judg'd 1 made the Duke away ; 

So ſhall my name with Slander's tongue be wounded, 
And princes? courts be fill'd with my reproach, 

This get I by his death: ah, me unhappy! 

To be a Queen and crown'd with infamy. 

K. Henry. Ah, woe is me for Glo'ſter, wretched man ! 
Q. Mar. Be woe for me, more wretched than he is. 
What, doſt thou turn away and hide thy face ? 

I am no lothſome » look on me. 

What, art thou like the adder waxen deaf? 

Be pois nous too, and kill thy forlorn Queen. 

Is all thy comfort ſhut in Glo'ſter's tomb ? 

Why, then, dame Margaret was ne'er thy joy, 

Erect his ſtatue, and do worſhip to it, 

And make my unage but an alchouſe- 
Was 1 for this nigh wreck'd upon the ſea, 

And twice by adverſe winds from England's bark 
Drove back again unto my native clime ? 

What boded this ; but well forewarning winds 

Did ſeem to ſay, Seck not a ſcorpion's neſt, 

Nor ſet no footing on this unkind ſhore, 

What did I then, but curſe the ge:tle guſts, 

And he that loos'd them from their brazen caves ; 
And bid them blow towards England's bleſſed thore, 
Or turn our ſtern upon a dreadful rock ? 

— Yet Tolus would not be a murtherer, 
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Bat left that hateful office unto thee *. 

The ſplitting rocks cow r d in the ſinking ſands, 
And would not daſh me with their ragged ſides ; 
Becauſe thy flinty heart, more hard than they, 
Might in thy palace periſh Margaret. 

As far as I could ken the chalky cliffs, 

When from thy ſhore the tempeſt beat us back, 2 
1 ſtood upon the hatches in the ſtorm ; 

And when the duſky sky began to rob 

My earneſt-gaping fight of thy land's view, 

I took a coſtly jewel from my neck, 

(A heart it was, bound in with diamonds), 

And threw it tow'rds thy land ; the ſea receiv'd it, 
And ſo I wiſh'd thy body might my beart- 

And ev'n with this I loſt fair England's view, 

And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart; 

And call'd them blind and dusky ſpeRacles, 

For loſing ken of Albion's wiſhed coaſt. 

How often have 1 tempted Suffolk's tongue 

(The agent of thy foul inconſtancy) 

To fit and witch me, as Aſcanius did, 

When he to madding Dido would unfold 

His father 's acts, commenc'd in burning Troy ? 

Am I not witch d like her? art thou not falſe like him ? 
Ah me, I can no more: die, Margaret ! 

For Henry weeps that thou doſt live ſo long · 


Neiſe within, Enter Warwick, Saliſbury, and many 


War. It is reported, mi Sovereign, 
That good Duke 12 murther'd 
By Suffolk, and the Cardinal Beaufort's means : 
The Commons, hke an angry hive of bees 
That want their leader, ſcatter up and down, 
And care not who they ſting in their revenge. 
Myſelf have calm'd their ſpleenful mutiny, 
Until they hear the order of his death. 


* —— — office unto thee. 
The pretty vaylting ſea refus d to drown me; 
Knowing that thou wouldſt have me drown'J on ſhore 
With tears as ſalt as ſea, through thy unk indneſs. 
The ſplitting rocks, Kc. 
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K. Henry. That he is dead, good Warwick, tis too 
But how he died, God knows, not Henry : [true ; 
Enter his chamber, view his breathleſs corpſe, 
And comment then upon his ſudden death. 
Mar. That I ſh.ll do my Liege: ſtay, Saliſbury, 
With the rude multitude, till 1 return. 
N [Warwick goes in. 
K. Henry. O thou that judgeſt all things, ſtay my 
thoughts ; 
My — that labour to perſuade my ſoul, 
Some violent hands were laid on Humphry's life: 
If my ſuſpect be falſe, torgive me, God! 
For judgement ouly doth belong to thee. 
Fain would I go to chafe his paly lips 
With twenty thouſand kiſſes, and to drain 
Upon his face an ocean of ſalt tears; 
To tell my love upon his dumb, deaf trunk, 
And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling : 
But all ia vain are theſe mean obſequies. 
[ Bed with Gloncelter's body put forth. 
And to ſurvey his dead and earthy image, 
What were it but to make my ſorrow greater? 
War. Come hither, gracious Sovereign, view this 
body. 
K. Henry. That is to ſee how deep my grave is made: 
For with his ſoul fled all my worldly ſolace; 
| For ſeeing him, I ſee my life in death. 
War. As ſurely as my foul intends to live 
With that dread King that took our ſtate upon him, 
To free us from his Father's wrathful curſe, 
I do believe that violent hands were laid 
Upon the life of this thrice-famed Duke. 
Suf. A dreadful oath, ſworn with a ſolemn tongue 
What inſtance gives Lord Warwick for his vow ? 
| | ar. See how the blood is ſettled in his face. 
| Oft have I ſeen a umely-parted ghoſt, 
| Of aſhy ſemblance, meagre, pale, and bloodleſs, 
| Feing all deſcended to the Jab'ring beart, 
| Who, in the conflict that it holds with death, 
| Attracts the ſame for aidance 'gainſt the enemy; 
| Which with the heart there cools, and ne er returneth 
| To bluſh and beautify the cheek again. 
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But ſee, his face is black, and full of blood; 

His eye balls farther out than when he liv'd; 

Staring full ghattly, Ike a ſtrangled man; 

His hair up rear'd, his noſtrils ſtretch d with ſtruggling; 
His hands abroad diſplay d, as one that graſp d 

And tugg'd for life, and was by ſtrength ſubdu'd, 
Look on the ſheets : his hair, you fee, i; ſticking ; 
His well-proportion'd beard made rough and rugged, 
Like to the ſummer's corn by tempeſt lodg d. 

It cannot he but he was murther'd here: 

The leaſt of all theſe ſi us were probable. 

Suf. Why. Warwick, who ſhould do the Duke to 
Myſelf and Beaufort had him in protection; [ death? 
And we, | hope, Sirs, are no murtherers. 

War. But both of you had"vow'd Duke Huwmphry's 

death, 
And you, forioeth, had the good Duke to keep: 
'Tis like you would not ſeaſt him like a friend, 
And 'tis well ſeen he found an enemy. 

9. Mar. Then vou, belike, ſuſpect theſe noblemen, 
As guilty of Duke Humphrey s timeleſs death. 

Mar. Who finds the heifer dead and bleeding freſh, 
And ſees faſt by a butcher with an ax, 
But will ſuſpect twas be that made the ſlaughter? 
Who finds the partridge in the puttock's neſt, | 
But may imagine how the bird was dead, 
Although the kite ſoar with unbloodicd beak ? 
Even fo ſuſpicions is this tragedy, | 

. Mar. Are you the butcher, Suffolk ? where's 

your knife ? 

Is Beaufort term d a lte where are his talons ? 

Su. 1 wear no knife to ſlaughter ſleeping men; 
But here's a vengeful ſword, ruſted with eaſe, 
That ſhall be ſcoured in his ranc'rous heart, 

That flanders me with murther's crimſon badge. 
Say, if thou dar ſt. proud Lord of Warwickſhire, 
That I am faulty in Duke Humphry's death. 

Ver, 2 dares not Warwick, if falſe Suffolk dare 

2 Mar. He dares not calm his contumelious ſpirit, 
Nor ceaſe to be an arrogant controller, 

Though Suffolk dare him twenty thouſand times, 


Vor. V. E. 
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Tar. Madam, be till ; with reverence may I ſay; 
For every word you {pe:k in his behalf 
Is ſlander to your royal dignity. 

Su. Blunt-witted Lord, ignoble in demeanour, 
If ever la ly wrong'd her lord fo much, 

Thy mother took into ber blameful bed 

Some ſtern untutor'd churl ; and noble ſtock 

Was graft with crab tree flip, whole fruit thou art; 
And never of the Nevills' noble race. 

War. But that the guilt of murther bucklers thee, 
And 1 ſhould rob the death's man of his fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thouſand ſhames, 

And that my Sovereign's preſence makes me mild, 

I would, falſe murdu aus coward, on thy knee 

Make thee beg pardon for thy paſſed ſpeech, 

And fay it was thy mother that thou meant'ſt ; —— 
That thou thyſelf wait born in baſtardy : 

And, aſter all this fearful homage done, 

Give thee thy hire, and ſend thy foul to hell, 
Ternicious blood- ſucker) of ſleeping men | 

Sa. Thou ſhalt be waking, bile I ſhed thy blood, 
I; from this preſence thou dar'it go with me. 

War. Away ev'n now, or I will drag thee hence 
Unworthy though thou art, I'll cope with thee, 

Aid do ſome ſervice to Duke Humphry's ghoſt. 
CExeunt Sulfolk ad Warwick, 
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77. Herry- What Rironger breaſt-plate than a heart 
untainted? 
Thrice is he arm'd that hath his quarrel juſt ; 
And he but naked (thouzh lock'd up in ſteel) 
W- hoſe conſcience with injuſtice is corrupted. 
[4 noiſe within, 


2. Mar. What noiſe is this? 
Enter Suſſolk ard Warwick, with their weapons drawn. 


K. Henry. Why, how row, Lords? your wrathſul 
weapons drawn 
Here in cur preſence ! dare you be fo bold? 
Why, what tumultuous clamour have we here? 
Suf. The trait'rous Warwick with the men of Bury 
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Set all upon me, mighty Sovereign, 
Enter Saliſbury. | 
Sal. Sirs, ſtand apart; the King ſhall know your 


mind, 
Dread Lord, the Commons ſend you word by me, 
Unleſs Lord Suffolk ſtrait be put to death, 
Or banithed fair England's territories, 
They will by violence tear him from your palace, 
And torture him with grievous ling'ring death; 
They ſay, by him the ;:004 Dake Humphry died; 
They ſay, in him they tear your Highneſs' death; 
And mere iaſtinct of love and loyalty 
(Free from a ſtubborn oppoſite intent, 
As being thought to contradict your liking), 
Makes them thus forward in his baniſhment. 
They ſay, in care of your moſt royal perſon, 
That if your Highneſs ſhould intend to ileep, 
And charge that no man ſhould diſturb your reſt, 
In pain of your diſlike, or pain of death; 
Yet, notwithſtanding ſuch a ſtraĩt edi, 
Were there a ſerpent ſeen with {forked tongue, 
That lily glided towards your Majeſty, 
It were but neceſſary you were wak d. 
Leſt, being ſuſſer d in that harmſul flumber, 
The mortal worm might make the ſleep eternal. 
And therefore do they cry, though you ſorbid, 
That they will gnard you whe'r you will or no, 


From ſuch fell ſerpents as falſe Suilolk is; 


With whoſe inveromed and fatal fting 
Your loving uncle, twenty times his worth, 
They ſay, is ſhamefully bereſt of life. 
Commons within, An anſwer from the King, my Lord 
of Sal:ſbury. | 
Sa. Tis like the Commons, rude unpoliſh'd kinds, 
Could ſend ſuch meſſage to their Sovereign! 
But you, my Lord, were glad to be employ'd, 
To thew how quaint an orator you are, 
But all the honour Saliſbury hath won, 
Is, that he was the Lord Ambaſſador 
Sent from a fort of tinkers to the King. ſin, 
I/ithin, An anſwer from the King, or we will all break 
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X. Henry Go, Saliſbury, and tell them all from me, 
I thank them {or their tender loving care ; 
And had 1 not been cited io by them, 
Yet did I pur pole as they do intreat ; 
For, inte, wy thouebt- do h n-'y propheſy 
Miſchance unto my ſtate by Suffolk's means; 
And thereto e by hus Majeity 1 iwear, 
WW hots tar unworthy deputy I am, 
Ne ſhall not breathe infection in this air 
Eut three days longer, on the pain of death. 
© , Uh Henry ! let me plead for gentle Suffolk. 
K. Henry. Ungentle Queen, to call him gentle Suffolk, 
No more, ay: it thou doit plead for him, 
I hon wilt but add increaſe unto my wrath, 
Had 1 but faid, I would have kept my word; 
But when I ſwear, it is irrevocable; | 
I at'er three days ſpace thou here be'ſt found 
On any groung that I am ruler of, 
Ihe „ort thall not be rantom for thy life. 
Come, Warwick ; come, good Warwick; go with me; 
have great matters to impart to the. 
[Exeuut Kirg Henry, Warwick, Cc. 


SCENE VIII. AMancnt Queen and Suffolk, 


9. Mar. Miſchance and ſorrow go along with you * 
Heat s diſcontent and four aſſiiction 
Re play - ſellous to keep you company! R 
I here's two of you, the devil make a third, 
And threefold vengeance tend upon your eps ! 

Sf. Ceaſe, gentle Queen, thete execrations, 
And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave, 

9 Mar Fie,coward woman, and ſoft · hearted wretch, 
Halt thou not ſpirit to curſe thine enemy? | 

Sf, A plague upon them! M herefore ſhould 1 curſe 
M ould curſes kill, as doth the mandrake's groan, (them? 
I would invent as bitter ſearching terms, 
As curs'd, as harſh, and horrible to hear, 
Deliver'd ſtrongly through wy fixed teeth, 
With full as many figns of deadly hate, 
As lean- ſac'd Euvy in her lothſome cave. 
My tongue ſhould ſtumble in mine earnelt words, 
Mine eyes ſhovld ſparkle like the beaten flint, 


> 
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Their ſweeteſt thade a grove of cypreſs trees! 
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Mine hair be fix'd on end like one diftcat : 

Ay, every joint ſhould feem to curle and ban. 

And even now my burthen d heart would break. 
Should I not curie them. Poilon be their drink! 
Gall, worſe than gall, the daintieſt meat they taſte 


Their chieſeſt proſpect mourd'ring baliliiks ! 

Their fofteſt touch as {mart as lizards ſings ! 

Their muſic frightful as the ſerpent's hiſs ! 

And boding fcreech owls make the concert full! 

All the foul terrors in dark- ſented hell [ſelf s 
9. Mar. Enough, ſweet Suffolk, thou torment'it chy- 

And theſe dread curſes, like the ſun gainſt glais, 

Or like an over-charged gun, recoil, 

And turn the force of them upon thyſelf. 
Su. You bad ine ban, and will you hid me leave? 

Now, by the ground that 1 am baniſh'd from, 

Well could i curie away a winter's night, 

Though ſtanding naked on a mountain-top, 

Where biting cold would never let graſs grow, 

And think it but a minute tpent in ſport. 

. ©, Mar. Oh, let me intrett thee ceaſe; give me thy 
That I may dew it with my mournful tears; [hand, 
Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place, 

To waſh away my woſul monuments. 

Oh, could this kiſs be printed in thy hand, 

That thou might' think on theſe lips by the ſeal, 

Through whom a thouſand ſighs are breath d tor thee. 

So get thee gone, that I may know my griet ; 

Tis but ſurmis'd, whilſt thou art ſtanding by, 

As one that ſurfeits, thinking on a waat. 

1 will repeal thee, or, be well aſſur d, 

Adventure to be banilhed myſelf : 

And baniſhed I am, if but from thee. 

Go, ſpeak not to me; even now be gone 

Oh, go not yet. ——Ev'n thus two friends condemn'd 

Embrace and kiſs, and take ten thouſand leaves, 

Lother a hundred times to part than die. | 

Yet now farewel, and farewcl life wich thee ! » 
Suf. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banithed, | 

Once by the king, and three times thrice by thee! | þ 

Tis not the land I care for, wert thou hence; 
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A wilCerneſs is populous enough, 

So Suffolk had thy heav'nly company. 

For where thou art, there is the world itſelf ; 
With ev'ry ſev'ral pleaſure in the world: 
And where thou art not, deſolation. 

1] can no more. Live thou to joy thy liſe ; 
Mylecli no joy in aught but that thou liv 't. 


SCENE RN. Enter Vaux, 


9. Mar. Whither goes Vaut fo faſt ? what news, I 
Faux, To ſigoify unto his Majelty, [ pr'ythee ? 
T hat Cardinal Beaufort is at point of death : 
For ſuddenly a grievous ſickneſs took him, 
That makes him gaſp, and flare, and catch the air, 
Blaſpheming God, and curling men on eurth. 
Sometimes he talks as if Duke Humpbry's ghoſt 
Were by his ſide ; ſometimes he calls the King, 
And whiſpers to his pillow, as to him, 
The ſecrets of his over charged foul : 
Ard J am ſent to tell his Majeily, 
T hat even now he cries aloud for him. 
2. Mar. Go tell this heavy meſſage to the King. 
VS. [ Exit Vaux. 
Ay me! what is this world? what news arc theſe ? 
But wherefore grieve I at an how's poor lots, 
Omitting Suffolk's exile, my ſoul s treaſure ? 
Why only, Suffoik, mourn 1 not for thee, 
And with the ſouthern clouds contend in tears? 
Theirs for the earth's increaſe, mine for my ſorrows. 
Now get thee herice; the King, thou know'ſt, is co- 
if thou be found by me, thou art but dead. [ming ; 
Su, If I depart from thee, I cannct live; 
And in thy ſight to die, what were it elſe, 
But Ike a pleaſant ſlumber in thy lap? 
Here could i breathe my ſoul into the air, 
As mild and gentle as the cracle-babe 
Dying with mother's dug between its lips: 
Where, from thy fight, I {kculd be raging mad, 
And cry out for thee to cloſe up mine eyes, 
To have thee with thy lips to {top my mouth: 
So lbouldſt thou either turn my flying ſoul, 
Or 1 thould breathe it fo into thy body; 


Sc. to. King Henry vl. 38 


And then it liv'd in ſweet Elyſium. 

To die by thee, were but to die.in jeſt ; 

Fron thee to die, were torture more than death. 
Ch! let me Ray, befal what may befal. 

©. Mar. Away; though parting be a ſretful corroſive, | 
nis applied to a deathful wound. 

To France, ſweet Suffolk; let me hear from thee : 
For whereſoe'er thou art in this world's globe, 
I'll have an Iris that ſhall find thee out. 

SA. Il go. 

O. Mar. And take my heart with thee. 

Suf. A jewel lock d into the woful'lt caſket 
That ever did contain a thing of worth, | 
Even as a ſplitted bark, fo ſunder we; 

This way fall 1 to death. 


©. Mar. This way for me. LExeurt ſeverally, 
SCENE X. The Cardinal's bedchamber. 


Enter King Henry, Saliſbury, aud Warwick, to the Car- 
dinal in bed. 


XK. Henry. How fares my Lord? ſpeak, Beaufort, to 
thy Sovereign 
Car. If thou be'it Death, I'll give thee England's 
Enough to purchaſe fuch another iſland, [trealure, 
Sa thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain. | 
X. H.nry. Ah, what a ſign it is of evil life, 
Where death's approach is ſeen fo terrible! 
War. Beaufort, it is thy Sovereign ſpeaks to thee, 
Car. Bring me unto my trial when you will, 
_ + Dy'd he not in his bed? where ſhould he die? 
Can I make men live whe'r they will or no? 
„ Oh, torture me no more, I will confeſs. 
« Alive again? then thew me where he is: 
Il give a thouland pound to look upon him —— 
. ©. He hath no eyes, the dult hath blinded them: 
+ Comb down his hair; look! look! it ſtands upright, 
Like lime-twigs ſet to catch my winged ſoul, 
Give me ſome drink, and bid th apothecary 
„ Bring the firong poiſon that I bought of him, 
K. Henry. © thou eternal Mover of the heav'ns, 
Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch ; 
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Oh, beat away the buſy, meddling ßend, 
1 hat lays ſtrong fiege unto this wretch s ſpul, 
And from his boſom purge this black detpair, 

IWar. See how the pangs of death do make him grin! 

Sal. Diſturb him not, let him paſs peaceably. 

X Henry. Peace to his ſou!, if God's good plealure be! 
Lord Cardinal, if thou think'ſt o heaven's bliſs, 
Hold vp thy hand, make anal Gf thy hope. 

He dies, and mukes no ſign! O God, ſorgive him. 

Mar. So bad a death argues a monſtrous lite. 

R. Henry. Forbear to julge, tor we are ſinners all. 
Cloſe vp his eyes, and draw the curtain cloſe, 
and let us all to meditation. LExcuxt. 


AG F SCENES L 
The coaſt of Kent. 


Alarum. Fight at Sea. Ordnance geet off. Enter 


Captain Whitmore, and other pirates, with Suffolk 
and other priſoners. . 
Capt, * WG — gaudy, blabbing, and remorſeſul day, 
Is crept into the boſom of the lea : 
” and now loud howling wolves arouſe the jades 
«© That drag the tragic melancholy night; 
«« Who with their growſy, flow, and ilagging wings, 
„Clip dead mens graves, and from their milty jaws 
1% Breathe faul contagious dirknels in the air. 
Therefore bring forth the ſoldiers of our prize: 
For whilſt our pinnace anchors in the Downs, 
Here ſhall they make their ranſom on the ſand, 
Or with their blood ſtain this diſcolour d ſhore. 
Maſter, this priſoner freely give I thee 
And thou that art his mate, make boot of this: 
The other, Walter Whitmore, is thy thare, 
1 Gent. What is my rantom, Malter, let me know. 
Maft. A thouſand crowns, or elſe lay down your head. 
Mate. And ſo much ſhall you give, or off goes your's. 
Mit. What, think you much to pay two thouſond 
And bear the name and port ut gentlemen? [crowns, 
Cut both the villa:ns throats, for die you ſhall ; * 
Nor can thoſe lives which we have loſt in fight, 
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Be counterpois'd with ſuch a petty ſum. 
1 Gent. I'll give it, Sir, and therefore ſpare my life. 
2 Gent. And ſo will I, and write home for it ſtraight. 
Whit. I loſt mine eye in laying the prize aboard, 
And therefore to revenge it ſhalt thou die; [Te Suffolk. 
And fo ſhould theſe, if I might have my will. 
Capt. Be not to raſh, take ranſom, let him live. 
Syf. Look on my George, I am a gentleman; 

Rate me at what thou wilt, thou ſhalt be — 
Mit. And ſo am 1; my name is Walter Whitmore. 
Hownow ? why ſtart” thou ? what, doth death affright ? 

Suf. Thy name affrights me, in whoſe ſound is death. 
A cunning man did calculate my birth, 
And told me, that by Vater I ſhould die. 
Yet let not this make thee be bloody minded. 
Thy name is Gualtier, being rightly ſounded. 
Whit. Gualtier or Walter, which it is I care not; 
Ne er yet did baſe diſhonour blur our name, 
But with our ſword we wip'd away the blot. 
Therefore, when merchant-like 1 ſell revenge, 
Broke be my ſword, my arms torn and defac'd: 
And I proclaia'd a coward through the world i 
Suf. Stay, Whirmore ; for thy priſoner is a prince; 
The Duke of Suffolk, William de la Pole. 
Whit. The Duke of Suſfolk muffled up in rags ! 
Suf. Ay, but theſe rags are no part of the Duke. 
Jove ſometimes went di!zuis'd, and why not [ ? 
Capt. But Jove was never tain, as thou ſhalt be. 
Sa Otſcure and lowly ſwain, King Henry's blood, 
The honourable blood of Lancaſter, 
Mult not be ſhe ] by fuch a jaded groom, 
Halt thou not kiſs d thy hand, and held my flirrup ? 
Bare-heaJerl, plodded by my foot-cloth mule, 
And thought thee happy wkea 1 thook my head ? ? 
How often haſt thou waited at my cup, 
Fed from my trencher, kneel'd down at the board, 
hen I have feafted with Queen Margaret? 
Remember it, and let it make thee creit-fail'n ; 
Ay, and allay this thy abortive pride. 
How in our voidins lobby halt thou ſtood, 
And duly waited for a-y coming forth ? 
T ais hand of mine hath writ in tby _— 
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And therefore ſhall it charm thy riotons tongue. 
[kit Speak, Captain, ſhafl | ſtab the forlorn ſwain ? 
Capt. Fir't let my words tab him, as he hath me. 
Suf. Baſe flave. thy words are blunt, and fo art thon, 
Capt. Convey him hence, and on our long-boat's fide 

Strike off his head. 

Sf. Thou dar'ſt not for thy own. 
Capt. Poole, Sir Poole? Lord? 

Ay, kennel mnddie——fink, whoſe filth and dirt, 

Troubles the ſilver ſpring where England drinks: 

Now will I dam vp this thy yawning mouth, 

For ſwallowing up the treaſure of the realm; 

Thy lips, that ki d the Queen, (hall [weep the ground: 

And thou that ſar} # at good Duke Humphry s death, 

Againſt the ſenſeleſs winds {hall grin in vain, 

Who ia contempt ſhall hiſs at thee again. 

And wedde4 be thou to the hags of hell, 

For daring to aſſie a mighty Lord 

Unto the daughter of a worthleſs King, 

Having nor ſubject, wealth, nor diadein ! 

By deviliſh policy art thou grown great, 

And, like ambitious Sylla, over gorg'd 

With gobbets of thy mother's bleeding heart. 

By thee Anjou and Maine were fold to France; 

The falſc revolting Normans, thorough thee, 

Diſdain to call us Lord; and Picardy 

Hath flain their governors, ſurpris d our forts, 

And ſent the ragged ſoldiers wounded home. 

The princely Warwick, and the Nevil!s all, 

(Whoſe dreadful ſwords were never drawn in vain), 

As hating thee, are riling up in arms. 

And now the houſe of York (thivit from the crown 

By ſhameſul murther of a guiitleis King, 

And lofty proud incrocching tyranny 

Burns with revenging fire; whoſe hopeſul colours 

Advance a halt-fac'd ſun ſtriving to thine; 

Under the which is writ, [rvitis nubibus, 

The commons here in Kent are up in arms: 

End to conclude, reproach and beggary 

Is crept mto the palace of our King, 

And all by thee, Away! convey him hence 
S. O, that 1 were a God, to hoot forth thunder 
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Upon theſe paltry, ſer vile, abject arudpes! 
Small things anke baſe men proud. Thi villain here, 
Being captain of a piny»ce, thre tens more 
Than Bargulus “ the ſtrong IIlyvian pirate, 
Drones ſuck not eagles blood, but rob bee-hives, 
It is impoſſible that 1 ſhonld die 
By ſuck a lowly vaſſil as chyſelf. 
Ihy words move rage, and not remorſe ic me: 
go ot metlage from the Quern to France; 
I charge thee waft me ſaſely croſs the channel. 
Caft. Walter 
Ii kit. Come, Suffolk, I muſt waſt thee ro thy Ceath, 
Saf. Px: a ge lidus timer occapat arius: ti; theel tear. 
I hit. I hou ſhalt have caulc to fear before 1 leave thee, 
What, are ye diunted row? now will ye ſtoop ? 
I * My gracious Lord, is treat him; fpeak bim 
air. 
Sf. Suffolk's imperial tongue is ſtern and rough, 
Us'd to command, untaught r to plead for tavour, 
Far be it we ſhould honour ſuch as theſe 
With humble fait: no; rather let my head 
Stoop to the block, than theſe knees bow to any, 
Save to the God of heav'n, and to my King; 
And ſooner dance upon a bloody pole, 
Than ſtand uncover'd to the vulgar groom. 
True Nobility is exempt from fear: 
More can I bear than you dare execute, 
Capt. Hale him away, and let hm talk no more, 
Saf. Come, ſoldiers, thew what crueliy you can, 
That this my death may never be forgot. 
Great men oft die by vile Bezonians, 
A Roman ſworoer and Bandetto flave 
Murther'd ſweet Tully ; Brutus' baſtard hand 
Stabb'd Julius Czfar ; tavace iflanders 
Pompey the Great ; and Suffolk dies by pirates, 
CExit Walter Whitmore with Suffolk, 
Capt And as for thoſe whoſe raniom we have ſet, 
It is our pleaſure one of them depart ; 
Therelore come you with us, and let him go. 
Ex. Captain and the reſt, 


Cie. de offic, lib. 2. cap. 11. 
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AManet the firſt Gent. Enter Whitmore 12th the body: 


 FFlie. There let his head and liſzlefs body lie, 
Until the Queen his miſtreſs bury it. [Exit Whit, 
1 Gent. © barbarous and bloody ſpectacle! 
His body will I bear unto the King: 
If he revenge it not, yet will his | HF 
So will the Queen, that living held him dear. [ Exit. 


SCENE u. Changes to Southwark: 


Enter Bevis and John Holland, 


Bevis, Come, and get thee a ſword though made of 
a lath ; they have been np theſe two days, 

Hol. They have the more need to fleep now then, 

Beris 1 tell thee, Jack Cade the clothier means to 


dreſs the commonwealth, and turn it, and ſet a new 


nap upon it, 

Hol, So he had need, for tis thread bare. Well, 1 
ſay, it was never a merry world in England ſince gen- 
tlemen came up. | 

Bevis. © miſerable age! virtue is not regarded in 
handycraſtſmen. 

Hol. The Nobility think ſcorn to go in leather a- 
prons. 

Bevis. Nay more, the King's council are no good 
workmen. 

Hol. True; and yet iz ſaid, Labour in thy vacation; 
which is as much as to ſay, Let the magittrates be labour- 
ing men; and therefore ſhould we be magiſtrates, 

Berit. Thou haſt hit it; for there's no better ſign 
of a brave mind than a hard hand, | 

Hol- I ſee them, I ſee them; there's Belt's ſon, the 
tanner of Wingham. 

Bevit. He (hall have the ſkins of our enemies to make 
dog's leather of. 

Hol. And Dick the butc her. 

Bevis. Then is fin truck down like an ox, and ini- 

ity 's throat cut like a calf, 

Hol And Smith the wea ver 

Bevis. Argo, their thread of life is ſpun” 

Hel. Come, come, let's fall in with them. 
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Drum, Enter Cade, Dick the butcher, Smith the u 
ver, and a ſawyer, with infinite numbers. 


Cade. We John Cade, fo term'd of our ſuppoſed fa- 
ther — 
Dick. Or rather of ſtealing a cade of herrings. 

Cale. For our enemies fhall fall before us, inſpired 
with the ſpirit of putting down kings and princes. 
Command filence. 

Dick. Silence. 

Cade. My father was a Mortimer 

Dick. He was an honeſt man and a good bricklayer. 

Cade. My mother a Plantazenet 

Dick. 1 knew her well, the was a N 

Cade, My wife deſcended of the Lacies 

Dick. She was indeed a pedlar's daughter, and fold 
many laces. 

IWWeav, But now of late, not able to travel with her 
furr'd pack, ſhe waſhes bucks here at home. 

Cade. Therefore am I-of an honourable houſe, 

Dick. Ay, by my faith, the field is honourable; and 
there was he born under a hedge ; for his father had 
never a houſe but the cage. 

Cade. Valiant 1 am. 

Weav. A' muſt needs, for beggary is valiant. 

Cade. 1 am able to endure much. 

Dick. No queſtion of that; for 1 have ſeen him 


| whipp'd three market-days together. 


Cade. 1 fear neither ſword nor fire. 

IWeav. He need not fear the ſword, for his coat is of 
proof *. 

Dick. But methinks he ſhould ſtand in fear of kee, 
being burnt i” th* hand for ſtealing of ſheep. 

Cade, Be brave then; for your captain is brave, and 
vues reformatioa, There ſhall be in England ſeven 
ha!i-:-ny loaves ſold for a penny; the three-hoop'd 
pot I have ten hoops, and 1 will make it felony to 
drink ſtnall bear. All the realm ſhall be in common, 


and in ('heapfide ſhall my paltry go to graſs; and when 
I am King, as King 1 will be-—— 


* A quibble inte between two ſenſes of the word ; one as be- 
ing able to reſiſt, the otcr as being well tried, that is, long warn, 


Vor. v. F 
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All. God fave your Majeſty ! 

Cade. I thank you, good people. There ſhalt be 
no money ; all ſhall eat and drink upon my ſcore; and 
I will apparel them all in one livery, that they may a» 

like brothers, and worſhip me their lord. 

Dick. The firlt thing we do, let's kill all the lawyers. 

Cade. Nay, that 1 mean to do. Is not this a la- 
mentable thing, that the ſkin of an innocent lamb ſhould 
be made parchment; that parchment being ſcribbled 
o'er, ſhould undo a man? Some ſay, the bee ſtings ; 
but I ſay, tis bees wax; for I did but ſeal once to a 
thing, and I was never my own man ſince. How 
now? who is there? 


Enter a Clerk. 


Nrav. The Clerk of Chatham; he can write, and 
read, and caſt accompt. 

Cade. O monſtrous 

Meav. We took him ſetting boys copies. 

Cade. Here's a villain ! 

— He as a book in his pocket with red letters 
in't 

Cade. Nay, then he's a conjurer. 

Dick. Joy he can make obligations, and write 

court-han 

Cade. I am ſorry for't : the man is a proper man, of 
mine honour ; unleſs 1 find him guilty, he ſhall not 
die. Ceme hither, nd. al Gn hoe. What 
is thy name ? 

Clerk. Emmanuel. 

Dick. They uſe to write it on the top of letters ® : 
*twill go hard with you. 

Cade. Let me alone. Doſt thou uſe to write thy 
name? or haſt thou a mark to thyſelf like an honeſt 
plain-dealing man? 

Clerk. Sir, I thank God, 1 have been ſo well brought 
up that I can write my name. 

All. He hath confeſs d; away with him; be's a vil- 
la'n and a traitor. 


AQ 4. 


* 


® * * 2 5 
i. e. of letters miſſive, and ſuch like public acts. Sce Mabillon's 
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Cade. Away with him, I ſay ; hang him with his pen 
and inkhorn about his neck. [Exit one with the Clerk, 


Enter Michael. 
Mich. Where is our General? 

s. Cade. Here 1 am, thou particular fellow, 

la- Mich. Fly, fly, fly; Sir Humphry Staſſord and his 
1d brother are hard by with the King's forces. 

ed Cade. Stand, villain, ſtand, or I'll fell thee down. 
T He ſhall de encounter d with a man as good as himſelf. 
) a He is but a knight, is a'? 


OW Mich. No. 

Cade. To equal him, I will make myſelf a knight 
preſently. Rite up Sir John Mortimer. Now, have 
at him. Is there any more of them that be knights? 

nd Mich. Ay, his brother. . 

Cade. Then kneel down, Dick Butcher. Riſe up, 

Sir Dick Butcher, Now found up the drum. 


SCENE UI. 
ters Enter Sir Humphry Stafford, and young Stafford, with 
drum and ſoldiers. | 
Staf Rebellious hinds, the filth and ſcum of Kent, 


rite Mark d for the gallows, lay your weapons down, 
Home to your cottages, forſake this groom ; 


, of The King is merciful if you revolt, 
not T. Staf. But angry, wrathiul, and inclin'd to blood, 
hat If you go fore ward; therefore yield or die. 


Cade. As for theſe ſilken coated flaves, I paſs not. 
It is to you, good people, that I ſpeak, 


0: O'er wbom (in time to come) | hope to reign; 
For I am rightful heir unto the crown. 
thy Staf. Villain, thy father was a plaiſterer, 


nelt And thou thyſelf a thearman, art thou not? 

Cade. And Adam was a gardener. 

Y Staf. And what of that? 

Cade. Marry, this. Edmund Mortimer Earl of 
March married the Duke of Clarence's daughter, did 
he not ? 

Staf, Ay, Sir. 


® i. e. I regard not. A common phraſe of that time, 
F 2 
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Cade. By her he had two children at one birth, 

T. Staf. That's falſe. 

Cade. Ay, there's the queſtion ; but I ſay, tis true. 
The elder of them being put to nurſe 
Was by a beggar - woman ſtol'n away; 

And, ignorant of bis birth and parentage, 
Became a bricklayer when he came to age. 
is fon amt; deny it if you can. 

Dick. Nay, 'tis too true, therefore he ſhall be — 

rav. Sir, he made a chimney in my father's houſe, 
and che bricks are alive at this day to teltify it; there- 
lore dery it not. | | 

Strf. And will you credit this baſe drudge's words, 
That ſpeaks he knows not what? 

All. Ay, marry, will we; therefore get you gone. 

T. Staf. Jack Cade, the Duke of York hath taught 
you this. 

C24e, He lies, for I invented it myſelf. Go to, fir- 
rah, tell the King from me, that for his father's ſake, 
Ferry the Fiſth, (in whoſe time boys went to ſpancoun- 
ter for French crowns), I am content he ſhall reign ; 
but 11! be Protector over him. 

Diek. And furthermore, we'll have the Lord Say's 
kei, tor felling the dukedom of Maine. 

Cade, And good reaton; for thereby is England 
main.'d, and ſain to go with a ſtaff,, but that my puiſ- 
ſance holds it up. Fellow Kings, 1 tell yon, that 
Lord Say hath geldei the commonwealth, and mace 
it an eunuch; and more than that, he can ipeak French, 
and therefore he is a traitor. 

Sta. O groſs and miſerable ignorance! 

Cade. Nay, anſwer if you can, The Frenchmen are 
Gur enemies: go to then; 1 aik but this, can he that 
ipe:ks with the tongue of the enemy be a good coun- 
ſellor or no? 

.. No, no; and therefore we'll have his head. 

F. Staf. Well, ſeeing gentle words will not prevail, 
Afar them with the army of the King. | 

St. Herald, away, and throu; hout every town 
Froclum them traitors that are up with Cade; 

T hat thoſe which fly before the battle ends, 
May (even in their wives' and childiens' fight) 
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Be hang'd up for example at their doors; 
And you that be the King's friends, follow me. 
[Exeunt the two Staffords, with their train, 
Cade Ard you that love the commons, follow me. 
Now ſhew yourſelves men, tis for liberty, 
We will not leave one Lord, one Gentleman; 
Spare none, but ſuch as go in clouted ſhoone; 
For they are thrifty honeſt men, and ſuch 
As would (but that they dare not) take our parts, 
Dick. They are all in order, and march towards us, 
Cade. But then are we in order, when we are molt 
out of order. Come,- march foreward. . 
[Excunt Cade and his party. 
FAlarum to fight, wherein both the Staffords are lain. 


Re-enter Cade and the reſt, 
Cade. Where's Dick the butcher of Aſhford ? 


Dick. Here, <ir. 

Cade. They ſell before thee like ſheep and oxen, and 
thou behavedit thyſelf as if thou hadit been in thine 
own flaughter-houle : therefore thus | will reward thee. 
The lent thall be as long again as it is, and thou ſhalt 
bave a licence to kill for a hundred lacking one. 

Dick. 1 defire no more. : 

ade. And, to ſpeak truth, thou deſerv'ſt no 
!efs, This monument of the victory will I bear, and 
the bodies ſhall be dragg'd at my horſe's heels, till 1 do 
come to London, where we will have the mayor's ſword 
borne before us. 

Dick. if we mean to thrive and do good, break o 
pen the gaols, and let out the priſoners. . 

Cade. Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come, let's 
march towards London. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. Changes to Black-heath. 


Enter King Henry with a ſupplication, and Been Mar- 
garet with Suffolk's head, the Duke of Buckingham, 
and the Lord Say. | 


9. Mar. Oft have 1 heard, that grief ſoftens the 
And makes it feartul and degenerate ; [ mind, 
Think therefore on revenge, and ceaſe to weep. 
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Bit who can ceaſe to weep, and look on this? 
Here moy his head lie on my throbbing breaſt : 
But where's the body that I ſhould embrace? 
Buck, What anſwer makes your Grace to the rebels“ 


ſupplication ? 


N. Henry. Lil ſend ſome holy biſhop to intreat 
For God forbid ſo many ſimple ſouls 
Should periſh by the ſword, And 1 myſelf, 

Rather than bloody war ſhould cut them ſhort, 
Will parley with Jack Cade their General. 
Bur ſtay, I'll read it over once again. 

9. Mar. Ah, barbarous villains! hath this lovely 
Rul'd like a wand'ring planet over me, [ face 
And could it not inforce them to relent, 

That were unworthy to behold the ſame ? 
A. Henry, Lord Say, Jack Cade hath ſworn to have 

thy head. 

> Say. Ay, but I hope your Highneſs ſhall have his. 
K. Henry. How now, Madam? 

Lamenting ſtill, and mourning Suffolk's death ? 

1 ſear me, love, if that I had been dead, 

Tbou wonldeſt not have monrn'd fo much for me. 

©. Mar, My love, 1 ihould not mourn, but die for 

thee. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


A. Henry. How now? what neus? why com'ſt thou 
in ſuch haſte ? _ 
Meß. The rebels are in Southwark : fly, my Lord. 
Jack Cade proclaims himſelf Lord Mer timer, 
Deſcended from the Duke of Clarence' houſe ; 


And calls your Grace uſurper openly, 


Ard vows to crown himſelf in Weſtminſter, 

His army is a ragged multitude 

Of binds and peaſants, rude and mercileſs. 

Sir Humphry Stafford and his brother's death 

Hath given them heart, and courage to proceed. 

All ſcholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen, 

They call falſe caterpillars, and intend their death. 

K. Henry. O graceleſs men! they know not what 
they do. 

Buck. My gracious Lord, retire to Killingworth, 


8 


d. 
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Until a power be rais'd to put then down, 
9, May. Ah! were the Duke of Suffolk row alive, 
Thele Kentiſh rebels thould be ſoon appeas' d. 
K. Henry. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee, 
'T herefore away with us to Killing worth. : 
Say. So might your Grace's perſon be in danger: 
The light of me is odious in their eyes; 
And therefore in this city will 1 (tay, 
And live alone as ſecret as I may, 


Enter auvther Maſenger. 


2 Mefſ. Jack Cave hath gotten London bridge, 
The citizens fly him, and forſake their houſes; 
The raſcal people thirſting after prey, 


Join with the traitor ; and they jointly ſwear 


To ſpoil the city and your royal court. 
Buck, Then linger not, my Lord; away, take horſe. 
K Henry. Come, Marg'ret, God our hope will ſuc- 
cour us, 
Mar. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is deceas'd. 
8 3 Farewell, my Lord; trult not to Kentiſh 
re 
Buck, Truſt no body, for fear you be betray'd. 
Say. The truſt I have is in mine inuocence, 
And therefore am | bold and reſolute. [Exeunt. 


SC EN E V Changes to London. 


Enter Lord Scales upon the Tower walking. Then enter 
two or three Citizens below. 


Scales. How now? is Jack Cade ſlain ? | 
1 Cit No, my Lord, nor like to be flain: for they 


have won the bridge, killing all thoſe that withſtand 


them. The Lord Mayor craves aid of your Honour 

fro'n the tower to defend the city from the rebels. 
Scales, Such aid as I can ſpare, you ſhall command; 

But I an troubled here with them myſelf. 

The rebels have aſſiy'' o win the Tower; 

But get you into Swuithficld, gather heat, 

Aud thither will 1 lend you Matthew Goff, 

Fight for your King, your country, and your lives; 

Aud io fare vel, fur 1 mul heace again. LExeunt. 


70 The Second Part of AQ 4. 
SCENE changes to Cannon-ſlreet. 


Enter Jack Cade and the reſt, and firikes his fta on 
Lendon-flone, 


Cade Now is Mortimer Lord of this city ; and here 
ſitting upon London ſtone, | — and command that 
of the city's colt the piſſiag conduit run nothing but 
claret wine the firſt year of our reign. And now hence- 
forward it fhall be treaſon for any that calls me other 
than Lord Moertimer. | 


Enter a Soldier running. 

Sal. Jack Cade, Jack Cave ! 

Cade Knock him down there. [They kill him. 

IWeav. If this fellow be wiſe, he'll never call you 
Fack Cade more; | think he hath a very fair warning. 

Dick. My Lord, there's an army gathered together 
in Smithfield. 
| Cade. Come then, let's go fight with them: but firſt 
o and fet London bridge on fire, and it you can, burn 
wa the Tower too. Come, let's a way. [ Exeunt omnes. 


SCENE changes to Smithfield. 


Alarum. Matthew Goff is lain, and all the reft, then 
: enter Jack Cade with his company. | 


Cade. So, Sirs. Now go ſome and pull down the Sa- 
voy ; others to the inns of courts, down with taerm all, 

Dick. I have à ſuit unto your Lordihip. 

* Be it a Lordſl-p, thou ſhalt have it for that 
word, 

Dick. Only that the laws of England may come out 
of your mouth 

John. Mats, twill be fore law then; for he was 
thrult in the mouth with a ſpear, and 'tis not whole yet, 

Smith. Nay, John, it will be ſtinking law, for his 
breath ſtinks with eating toalted cheeſe. 

Cade. I have thought upon it, it ſhall be ſo. Away, 
burn all the records oi the realm; my mouth ſhall be 
the parliament of England. 

Jobn Then we are like to have biting ſtatutes, un- 
leſs his teeth be pull'd out. 
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Cade. And henceforward all things fhall be in eom- 


mon, 
SCENE VI. Enter a Meſſenger. 


Me. My Lord, a prize, a prize! here's the Lord 
Say which fold the towns in France; he that made us 
p:y one and twenty fiſteens and one thilling to the 

pound, the lalt ſubſidy. 


Enter George with the Lord Say: 

Cade. Well, he ſhall be beheaded for it ten times — 
Ah, thou Say, thou ſerge, nay, thou buckram Lord, 
pow art thou within point-blank of our juriſdiction re- 
gal. What can'ſt thou anſwer to my Majeſty for giving 
up of Normandy unto Monſieur Baſimecu “, the Dau- 
phin of France? Be it known nnto thee by "theſe pre- 
ſents, even the preſence of Lord Mortimer, that I am 
the beſom that muſt ſweep the court ele in of ſuch filth 
as thou art. Thouu haſt moſt traiterouſly corrupted tl: 
youth of the realm in erefting a grammar tchool; and 
whereas betore our forefathers had no other books but 
the icore and the tally, thou haſt cauled printing to 
be us d; and, contrary to the King, his crown and dig- 
nity, thou halt vuilt a paper-mill, It will be proved to 
thy face that thou huſt men about thee, that uſually 


talk of a noun and a verb, and ſuch abominable words 


as no Chriſtian ear can endure to hear. Thou halt ap- 
pointed juſtices of the peace to call poor men before 


them, about matters they were not able to anſwer. 


Moreover, thou halt put them in prion; and becauſe 
they cou d not read, thou haſt hang'd them ; when, in- 
deed, only for that cauſe they have been mult worthy 


to live, Thou doſt ride on a foot-cloth, doſt thou 
not ? 


Say. What of that ? 


| Cade. Marry, thou ought'ſt not to let thy herſe wear 


a cloak, when honeſter men than thou go in their boſe 
and doublets. 


Dick. And work in their ſhirt too; as my lf, for ex- 


ample, that am a butcher, 
Say. You men of Kent 
Dick. What ſay you of Kent? 


Ile mcans to fay, Baiſez ma queiice 
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Sey. Nothing but this: 'Tis bn terra, mala gens. 

Cade, Awoy with him, away with him, he ſpeaks 
Latin, 

Say. Hear me but ſpeak, and hear me where you 
Kent, ia che commentaries Cæſar writ, wall, 
Is tern*:i the civiPſ place of all this iſle ; 

Swee!. is the country, beaiſteous, full of riches; 

The people l be l, valiant active, worthy : 

Which makes me hope thou art not void of pity. 

I fold rot Maire, I loſt r6cyNormandy ; 

Yet to recover them, would loſe my life : 

Juſtice with favour have i always done; 

Prayers and tears have mov'd me, gifts cou'd never: 

When have I aught exacted at your hands ? 

Kent to maintain, the King, the realm, and you, 

Large gifts have I beſtow'd on learned clerks, 

Becauſe my book preferr'd me to the King: 

And ſeeing i ce is the curſe of God, 

J. 10wledyge the wing wherewith we fly to heav” n. 

unleſs you be poſſeſꝭ d with dev lith ſpirits, 
Ve cannot but forbear to _—_—_ 4 me. 

This tongue hath parlied unto foreign Ki 
For — — a 3 

Cade. Tut, when ſtruck'ſt thou one blow in the field? 

Fay. Great men have reaching hands; oft have I 
Thoſe that I never ſaw, and ſtruck them dead. ¶ ſtruck 

George. O monſtrous. coward! what, to come be- 

hind folks ? 

Say. Theſe cheeks are pale with watching for your 


Cade. Give him a box o'th'ear, and that will mats | 


em red again. 

Say. Long fitting to determine poor mens' make, 
Huth made me full of ſickneſs and diſeaſes. 

Cade. Ye ſhall have a hempen caudle then, and the 
help of a hatchet. 

Dick. Why doſt thou quiver, man ? 

Say. The pally, and not fear, provokes me.. 

Cade. Nay, he nods at us, as who ſhould ſay, I'lt 
be even with you. I'll ſce if his head will ſtand ſtea- 


dier on a pole of no: take him away, and behead him. 


Say. Tell me, wherein have l oflzaded moſt? 
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Have I affected wealth or honour ? ſpeak. 

Are my cheſts 6ll'd up with extorted gold? 

Is my apparel ſumpiuous to behold ? 

W hom have I injur'd that ye ſeck my death? 

Theſe hair ds are free from guiltlets bloo '-ſhedding, 
This breaſt rom barb'ring foul deceitful thoug hits 
O, let me live! 

Cade. 1 feel remorſe in myſelf with his words ; but 
I'll bridle it; he ſhall die, an' it be but for pleading fo 
well for his life. Away with him, he has a familiar un- 
der his tongue, he ſpeaks not o' God's name. Go, 
take him away, I fay, and ſtrike off his head preſent- 
ly ; and then break into his ſon-in-law's houſe, Sir 
James Cromer, and ſtrike of his head, and bring them 
both upon two poles hither. 

All. It ſhall be done. 

Say. Ah, countrymen, if when you make your 
God thould be fo obdurate as yourſelves, [ prayers, 
How would it fare with your departed fouls ? f 
And therefore yet relent, and ſave my life. 

Cade. Away with him, and do as I command ye. 


\[Exeunt ſome with Lord Say. ] The proudeſt Peer of the 


realm ſhall not wear a head on his ſhoulders, unleſs he 
pay me tribute ; there ſhall not a maid be married, but 
ſhe ſhall pay me her maidenhead ere they have it; men 
ſhall hold of me in capite. And we char,e and com- 
mand, that their wives be as free as heart can wiſh, or 
tongue can tell. | 

Dick. My Lord, when ſhall we go to Cheapſide, and 
take up commodities upon our bills? 

Cade. Marry, preſently. 

All. O brave! 


Enter ene with the heads. 


Cade. But is not this braver? Let them kiſs one ano- 
ther ; for they lov'd well when they were alive. Now part 
them again, leſt they conſult about the giving up of 
ſome more towns in France. Soldiers, defer the ſpoil of 
the city until night; for with theſe borne before us, in- 
ſtead of maces, will we ride through the ſtreets, and 
at every corner have them kiſs. Away. - [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE Vii Changes to Southwark. 


Alarum, and retreat. Enter again Cade, and all his 
rabblement. 


Cade. Up Fiſheſtreet, down St Magnus“ corner, kill 
and knock down, throw them into Thames. 


L parley founded, 
What noiſe is this I hear ? | 
Dare any be ſo bold to found retreat or parley, 
When I command them kill? 


Enter Buckingham and old Clifford, attended. 


Buck. Ay, here they be that dare and w.ll diſturb thee, 
Know, Cade, we come ambaſſadors from the King 
Unto the commons, whom thou haſt miſled ; 

And here pronounce free pardon to them all, 
That will forſake thee, and go home in peace. 

Clif. What ſay ye, countrymen ? will ye relent, 

And yield to mercy, whilſt 'tis offer d you, 

Or let a rabble lead you to your deaths ? 

Who loves the King, and will embrace his pardon, 
Fling up his cap, and ſay, God ſave his Majefty ! 
Who hateth him, and honours not his father, 
Henry the Fifth, that made all France to quake, 
Shake he his weapon at us, and paſs by. 

All. God fave the King! God fave the King! 

Cade. What, Buckingham and Clifford, are ye fo 
brave? and you, baſe peaſants, do ye believe em? will 
you needs be hang'd with your pardons about your 
necks ? hath my ſword therefore broke through Lon- 
don gates, that you ſhould leave me at the White- hart 
in Southwark ? I thought you would never have given 
out theſe arms, till you had recovered your ancient free - 
dom: but you are all recreants and daſtards, and de - 
light to live in ſlavery to the Nobility, Let them break 
your backs with burthens, take your houſes over your 
heads, raviſh your wives and daughters before your fa- 
ces. For me, I will make ſhift for one, and fo God's 80 
curſe light upon you all | 

All. We'll follow Cade, we'll follow Cade. 

Clif. Is Cade the ſon of Henry the Fifth, 
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Henry hath mercy, yeu are ſtrong and manly : 
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That thus you do exclaim you'll go with him? 
Will he conduct you through the heart of France, 
And make the meaneſt of you Earls and Dukes ? 
Alas ! he hath no home, no place to fly to : 

Nor knows he how to live but by the ſpoil, 

Unleſs by robbing of your friends and us. 

Were't not a ſhame, that whilſt you live at jar, 
The fearful French, whom you late vanquilhed, 
Should make a ſtart o'er ſes, and ranquith you? 
Methinks already in this civil broil 

1 ſee them lording it in London ſtreets, 

Crying Villageois ! unto all they meet. 

Better ten thouſand baſe-bora Cades miſcarry, 
Than you ſhould ſtoop unto a Frenchman's mercy. 
To France ! to France! and get what you have loſt ; 
Spare England, for it is your native coaſt, 


75 


Gcd on our fide, doubt not of victory. | 
All. A Cliferd! à Cliford! we'll follow the King 
and Clifford. 
Cade. Was ever feather ſo lightly blown to and fro 
as this multitude ? The name of Henry the Fifth hales 
them to an hundred miſchiefs, and makes them leave 
me deſolate. I fee them lay their heads together to 
ſurpriſe me. My ſword make way for me, for here is 
no ſtaying ; in deſpight of the devils and hell, have 
through the very midit of you; and beavens and ho- 
nour be witneſs, that no want of reſolution in me, but 
only my followers baſe and ignominious treaſons make 
me betake me to my heels. [ Exit, 
Buck. What, is he fled ? go ſome and ſollow him; 
And he that brings his head unto the King, 
Shall have a thouſand crowns for his reward. 


Exeunt them. 
Follow me, ſoldiers ; we'll Jvie a —_— 


To reconcile you all unto the King, [ Exeunt omnes. 
SCENE vn. The palace at Killingwortb. 


Sound trumpets. Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, 
ae | 


K. Henry. Was ever King that joy'd an earthly chrone, 
Vor. V. G 


I pray thee, Buckingham, go and meet with him, 
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And could command no more content than 1? 

No ſooner was I crept out of my cradle, ( ' 
But [ was made a King at nine months old: 
Was never ſubje& long's to be a Kiag, 

As I do long and wiſh to be a ſubject. 


Enter Buckingham 422 Clifford. 


Buck. Health and glad tidings to your Majeſly ! 
K. Hey. Why, Buckingham, is the traitor Cade 
Or is he but cetir'd to make him ſtrong ? [ſurpris'd ? 


Enter multitudes with halters about their necks. As 


Clif. He's fled, my Lord, and all his pow'rs do yield; 
And humbly thus with halters on their necks, 
Expect your Highneſs' doom of life or death. 
X. Henry. Then, heav'n, ſet ope thy everlaſting gates, 
To entertain my vows of thanks and praiſe. 
Soldiers, this day have you redeem'd your lives, 
And ſhew'd how well you love your prince and country; 
Continue (till in th's ſo good a wind, 
And Henry, though he be unfortunate, 
Aſſure yourſelves, will never be unkind ; 
And fo with thanks and pardon to you all, 
1 do diſmiſs you to your ſeveral countries. 
All. God fave the King ! God fave the King ! 


Enter Maſenger. 


Meſſ Pleaſe it your Grace to be advertis d, 
The Duke of York is newly come from Ireland; 
And with a puiſſant and mighty pow'r 
Of deſp'rate gallow-glaſſes and ſtout kerns, + 
Is marching hitherwar\ in proud array; 

And till proclaimeth, as be comes along, 
His arms are only to remove from thee 
The Duke cf Somerſet, whom he terms a traitor. 
K. Henry. Thus ſands my tate twixt Caile and 


Fo: 


York diſtreſs'd; 
Like to a ſhip, that, having 'ſcap'd a tempeſt, 15 
Is ſlraĩtway claim'd and boarded with a pirate. And 
But now is Cade driv'n back, his men diſpers d; Thi 
And now is York in arms to ſecond him. Con 
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And aſk him what's the reaſon of theſe arms: 
Tell him, I'll ſend Duke Edmund to the Tower ; 
Ani, Somerſet, we will commit thee thither, 
Until his army be diſmiſs d from him. 

Jan. My Lord, 
1'll yield myſelt to priſon willingly, 
Or unto death, to do my country good, 

X. Henry. In any cafe be not too rough in terms: 
For he is fierce and cannot brook hard language. 

Back. 1 will, my Lord ; and doubt not fo to deal, 
As all things ſhi all redound unto your good, 

K. Henry. Come, wile, let's in, and learn to govern 

better ; 
For yet may England curſe my wretched reign: 
[Exeurt. 


© + + &* <A A garden in Kent. 
Enter Jack Cade. 
Cude Fie on ambitions ; fie on myſelf, that have a 


— 


| ſword, and yet am ready to fa... h. Theſe five days 


have | hid me in theſe woods, and durſt not peep out, 

tor all the country is laid for ine: but now am 1 fo 

hungry, that if 1 might have « leaſe of my life for a 
tzouirnd years, ! could ſtay no longer. Wherefore on 
a brick wall have 1 clianbed into this garden, to ſee if 1 

can cat graſs, or pick a fallet another while, which is 

not amils to coo] a man's ſtomach this hot weather: 
and 1 think this word ſallet was born to do we good? 

ior many a time but for a failet my brain-pan had been 

cl:ft with a brown bill; and many a time when I have 

been dry, and bravely marching, it hath ferv'd me in- 

lead of a quart-pot to drink in; and now the word 

/ailet mult ſerve me to feed on. 


Enter Iden. 


Iden. Lord! who would live turmoiled in the court, 
And may enjoy ſuch quiet walks as theſe ? 
This ſinall inheritance my father left me, 
Contenteth me, and's worth a monarchy, 
I ſeek not to wax great by others' waining z 
Or gather wealth I care not With what envy ; 
| G 2 


Mare ow co does < +99 e _ 
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Suſficeth that J have maintains my ſtate, 
And ſends the poor well pleaſed trom my gate. 

Cade. Here's the lord of the ſoil come to ſeize me for 
a ſtray, for ent'ring his ſee - ſunple without leave. Ah, 
villain ! thou wilt betray me. and get a thouſand crowns 
of the king by carrying my head to him; but I'll make 


| thee eat iron like an oftridge, and ſwallow my ſword 


Ike a great pin, ere thou and I part. 

Iden. Why, rude companion, whatſoe'er thou be, 
I know thee not; why then ſhoul 1 1 betray thee ? 

I:'t not enough to break into my garden, 
Avd, hke a thief, to come to rob my grounds, 
Climbing my walls in ſpight of me the owner, 
But thou wilt brave me with theſe ſaucy terms ? 

Cade. Brave thee ? by the beſt blood that ever was 
broach'd, and beard thee too. Look on me well, I 
have eat no meat theſe Gve days, yet come thou and 
thy five men, and if I do not leave you as dead as a 
tobir-ail, I pray God I may never eat graſs more. 

Jder. Nay, it (hall ne'er be ſaid while England Rands, 
That Alexander Iden, an Eſquire of Kent, 

"Took odds to combat a poor famiſh'd man. 
Oppoſe thy ſtedfaſt gazing eyes to mine. 

See iſ thou canſt cutface me with thy looks: 

Set limb to limb, and thou art far the leſſer: 
Thy hand is Lut a finger to my fiſt; 

1'by leg a ſtick, compared with this truncheon. 
My foot ſhall fight with all the ſtrengih thou halt; 
And if mine arm be heaved in the air, 

Thy grave is digg'd already in the earth: 

As for more words, let this my ſword report 


(Whole greatneſs anſwers words) what ſpeech fo bears. 
Cade. By my valour, the molt compleat champion 


that ever 1 heard. Steel, it thou turn thine edge, or 
cut not out the burly-bon'd clown in chines of beef ere 


thou ſl:ep in thy ſheath, I beſeech Jove on my knees 


thou may '{ be turned into hobnails. ¶ Here they fght.] 
O 1 am flain! Famine, and no cther, hath flain me: 
Let ten thouſand devils come againſt me, and give me 
but tLe ten meals I have loſt, and I'd Ceſy them all. 
Waither garden, and be henceforth a burying-place to 
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all that do dwell in this houſe, becauſe the unconquer'd 
ſoul of Cade is fled. 

Iden. 1s't Cade that I have ſlain, that monſtrous trai- 
Sword, I will ha!low thee for this thy deed, [tor ? 
And hang thee o'er my tonb when 1 am dead. 

Ne'er {hall this blood be wipe l from thy poiat, 
Bit thou ſhalt wear it as a herald's coat, 
T' emblaze the honour which thy matter got. 

Cade. Iden, farewel, and be proud 6: thy victory 
tell Kent from me, the hath loſt her beſt man; and ex- 
hort all the world to be cowards; for l that never fear d 
any, am vanquiſhed by famine, not by valour. | Dies. 

Iden. How much thou wrong u me, Heaven ve my 

judge! 
Die, damned wretch, the curſe of her that bare thee : 
And as I thruit thy body in with my word, 
So wiſh 1, I might thruſt thy foi to hell. 
Hence will 1 drag thee acaiong by the heels 


Unto a dunghill, which ſhall be thy grave; 


And there cut off thy moſt ungracious head, 
Which 1 will bear in triumph to the king, 
Leaving thy trunk ior crows to iced upon. Evi 


a WF... SCENE I. 
In the fields ncar Londen, 
Euter Lork, and his army of Iriſh, with drum and 


colours. 


York, TD Rom Ireland thus comes York to claim his 
rigut, 

And pluck the crown from feeble Henry's head. 

Ring, bells, aloud ; burn, bonfires, clear aud bright, 

To entertain great England s lawſul king! , 

Ah, Majeſty ! who would not tuy thee dear ? 

Le: thein obey that know not how to rule. 

This hand was made to handle nought but gold. 

I cannot give due ation to my worc.s, 

Except a ſword or ſceptre balance it. 

A ſceptre ſtall u have, (have I ſoul), 


On which III toſs the flaiwer-de-luce of France. 
G 3 


0 Buckingham ! I pr'ythee pardon me, 
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Enter Buckingham. 


Whom have we here? Buckingham to diſturb me? 

2 he King hath ſeat him, ſure : 1 muſt diſſemble. 
Buck. York, if thou meaneſt well, 1 greet thee well. 
York. Humpbry of Buckingham, Laccept thy greeting. 

Art thou a meſſenger, or come of pleaſure ? 

Buck. A meſſenger from Henry our dread Liege, 

To know the reaſon of theſe arms in peace ? 

Or why, thou, being a ſubject as I am, 

Againſt thy oath and true allegiance ſworn, 

Shoulcſt raiſe ſo great a power without his leave? 

Or dare to bring thy force ſo near the court? | 
Yerk. Scarce can | ſpeak, my choler is ſoy 


t. 
Oh!1 18 and fight with flint, 
1 am fo angry at theſe abject terms, E 
And now, hke Ajax Telamonius, | 
On ſheep or oxen could I ſpend my fury. Ade. 
] am far better born than is the King: | 


More like a King, more kingly in my 


ts. "= 
But l 1 mtor 2x06 while, | 
Till Henry be more weak and I more ſtrong. 


That I have given no anſwer all this while; 
My mind was troubled with deep melancholy. 
The cauſe why 1 have brought this army hither, 
Is to remove proud Someriet from the King, 
Seditious to his Grace and to the ſtate. 
Buck. That is too much preſumption on thy part ; 
But if thy arms be to no other end, 
The King hath yielded unto thy demand : 
The Duke of Somerſet is in the Tower. 
Tork. Upon thine honour is he priſoner ? 
Buck, Upon mine honour he is priſoner. 
York, 1 hen, Buckingham, I do diſmiſs my powers: 
Soldiers, I thank yov all; diſperſg yourſelves ; 
Meet me to-morrow in St George's held, e 
You ſhall have pay and ing you wiſh. 
And let my Sovereign. vixtuous Henry, 


Command my eldeſt fon ; nay, all my ſons, 


rs © 
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As pledges of my fealty and love, 
l ſend them all as willing as I live; 
Lands, goods, horie, armour, any thing | have, 
Is his to uſe, ſo Somerſet may die. 
Buck. York, I commend this kind ſubmiſſion, 
Ve twain will go into his Highnels' tent. [ Excurt. 


SCENE U. Changes to the King's pavilion. 


Enter King Henry, and Attendants. Re-enter Bucking- 
ham and York, attended. 


XK. Henry. Buckingham, doth York intend no harm to 
That thus he marcheth with thee arm in arm? Tus, 
York, In all tubmiſſion and humility, 
"ork doth preſent himſelf unto your Highneſs. 
K. — 8 what intend theſe forces thou doſt 
ng | 
York. To heave the traitor Somerſet from hence, 
And fight againſt that monſtrous rebel Cade, 
Whom fince I heard to be diſcomfited. 


Enter Iden with Cade's head. 


Iden. If one ſo rude, and of fo mean condition, 
May paſs into the preſence of a King, 

Lo, I preſent your Grace a traitor's head; 
The head of Cade, whom I in combat flew. 

K. Henry. The head of Cade? Great God! how juft 
O, let me view his viſavze being dead, Cart thou? 
That living wrought we ſuch exceeding trouble. 

Tell me, my friend, art thou the man that flew him? 

Iden. I was, an't like your Majeſty. 

X Henry. How art thou call'd? and what is thy 

en. Alexander Iden, that's my name. [ degree? 
A poor Eſquire of Kent, that loves the King. 

Buck. So pleaſe it you, my Lord, twere not amiſs 
He were created Knight for his good ſervice. | 

K Herry iden, kneel down; riſe up a Knight: 
We give thee for reward a thouſand marks, 

And will that thou henceforth attend on us. 

Iden. May iden live to merit ſuch a bounty, 

And never hve but true uato his Liege ! 
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SCENE m. . 
Enter Queen Margaret and Somerſet, 


X. Zenrz. See, Buckingham, Somerſet comes with 
the Queen ; 
Go, bid her hide him quickly from the Duke, 
9. lar, For thonfand Yorks he thall not hide bis 
Fit holy and and front him to his face. Thead, 
Nd. How now? is So nerſet at liberty? 
Then, York, unlooſe thy lang impriſm'd thoughts, 
And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart. 
Shall 1 endure the ſight oi domerſet? 
Falle King! why baſt thou broken faith with me, 
Knowing how hardly i can brook abuſe? 
King did 1 call thee? no, thou art no King: 
Not {it to govern and rule multitues, 
Which durſt not, no, nor canſt not rule a traitor. 
That head of thine doth not become a crown : 
thy hand is made to graſp a palmer's ſtaff, 
And not to grace an awful princely ſceptre 
'l hat gold muſt round ingirt theſe hrows of mine, 
Whole imile and frown (like to Achilles” ipear “) 
Is able with the change to kill and cure. 
Here is a hand to hold a ſceptre up, 
And with the ſame to act controlling laws. 
Give place; by heaven thou thalt rule no more 
O'er him whom heav'n created for thy ruler. 
Som. O monſtrous traitor ! 1 acre!t thee, York, 
Of capital treaſon gainſt the King and crown; 


The ſtory is, that Telephus the ſon of Hercules, being King of 
Myſia, oppoſed the paſſage of the Greeks to Troy, and being grie- 
voutly wounded by Achilles, conſulted the oracle how he might be 
cured, Ihe anſwer he zeceived was, That nuthing but the ſame 
ſpear which gave the wound could heal it: upon which he made triends 
to Achilles, who, by the raft from the ſtee! of his ſpear ſ raped into 
tie wound, cured lum. And in return for fo great n benefit, Tele- 
phus followed Achilles as an auxiliary to tl e fiege of "Troy. Ovid 
:cfers to this ſtory in the following verſcs. 

Vu nus in Hercule quæ quondam feceret hoſte 
* Vulneris auxilium Pclias haſla tulit.“ 
AnJ Propertus, 
* Myfus et EMmonid juverris qua cufpide volnus 
Senſerat, hac ifta cupide ſenſit opem,” 


* 
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| Obey, audacious traitor, kneel for grace. 


York. Sirrah, call in my fons to be my bail; 
Would'ſt have me kneel? Firſt, let me aſk of theſe, 
If they can brook I bow a knee to man. 

1 know, ere they will let me go to ward, 
They'll pawn their ſwords for my infranchiſement. 

O. Mar. Call hither Clifford, bid him come amain, 
To lay, if that the baſtard boys of York 
Shall be the ſurety for their traitor father. 

York. O blood-beſpotted Neapolitan, 

Outcaſt of Naples, England's bloody ſcourge t 
1 he ſons of York, thy betters in their bi 
Shall be their father's bail, and bane to thoſe 
That for my ſurety will rcfuſe the boys. 


Euter Edward Plantagenet and Richard Plantagenet, 
See where they come; I'll warrant they'll make it 


— 


Enter Clifford. 
©, Mar. And here comes Clifford, to deny their bail. 
Clif. Health and all happineſs to my Lord the King. 
York. I thank thee, Clifford; ſay, what news with 
Nay, do not fright us with an angry look: (thee? 
We are thy Sovereign, Clifford, kneel again; 
For thy miſtaking ſo, we pardon thee, 
Clif This is my King, York, I do not miſtake ; 
But thou miſtak ſt me much, to think 1 do: 
To Bedlam with him ; is the man grown mad ? 
K. Henry. Ay, Clifford, a Bedlam andiambiticus hu- 
Makes him oppoſe himſelf againſt his King. [mour 
Clif. Be is a traitor, let him to the Tower, 
Aud crop away that faGious pare of his. 
9. Mar. He is arreſted, but will not obey : 
His ions, he ſays, ſhall give their words for him. 
York. Will you not, fons ? 
R. Plan. Ay, Noble father, if our words will ſve. 
R. Plan. — if words will not, then our weapons 
all. 
Clif. Why, what a brood of traitors have we here ? 
York. Look in a glaſs, and call thy image fo, 
am thy King, and thou a falſe-heart traitor ; 


, 
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Coll hither to the ſtake my two brave bears “, 
That with the very ſhaking of their chains 
hey may aſtonith theſe fell - lurking curs; 

Bid Saliibury and Warwick come to me. 


SCENE iv. 


nter the Earls of Saliſbury and Warwick. 

Clif. Are theſe thy bears? we'll bait thy bears to 
And manacle the bearward in their chains, [ death, 
If thou dar'it bring them to the baiting- place. 

R\ Plan. Oft have 1 ſeen a hot o'erweening cur 
Rnn back and bite, becauſe he was with-held ; 

Who, being ſuffer'd with the bear's fell paw, 

Hath clapp'd his tail betwixt bis legs and cry'd : 
And ſuch a piece of ſervice will you do, 

| tf you oppoſe yourſelves to mateh Lord Warwick. 

+ Clif Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigeſted lump, 
| As crooked in thy manners as thy ſhape. 

| York. Nay, we ſhall heat you thoroughly anon. 

F Clif. Take heed, leſt by your heat you burn yourſelves, 
SF K. Henry, Why, Warwick, hath thy knee forgot to 
Old Saliſbury, ſhame to thy ſilver hair, [bow ? 
| Thou mad miſleader of thy brain-fi:k fon, 

i What, wilt thou on thy death-be i play the ruffian, 

| And ſeek for ſorrow with thy ſpectacles ? 

| Ch, where is faith? oh, where is loyalty ? | 
| If it be banith'd from the froſty head, 
Where thall it find a harbour in the earth? | 
Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war, 
Are ſhame thine honoutable age with Blood ? 
Why art thou ol, and want'ſt experience? 

Or uw here{ore doſt abuſe it, it thou haſt it? F 
For ſhame, in duty bend thy knee to me, 

That bows unto the grave with mickle age. 

Sal. My Lord, I have conſidered with myſelf - 

The title ot this moſt renowned Duke; 
And in my conſcience do repute his Grace 
The rightiul beir to England s royal feat, 
K. lierry. Halt thou not ſworn all-giance unto me 


, * Alucing to the Nerilly' erell, which was the bear and 1995:d.. 


to 
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Sal. I have. 
R. Henry, Canſt thou diſpenſe with heav'n for ſuct 
an oath ? 
Sal. It is great fin to ſweawranto a fin ; 
But greater ſin to keep a ſinful oath. 
Who can be bound by any folemn vow 
To do a murd'rous deed, to rob a man, 
To force a ſpotleſs virgin's chaſtity, 
To 'reave the orphan of his patrimony, 
Jo wring the widow ſrom her cultom'd right, 
And have no other reaſon lor his wrong, 
but that he was bound by a ſolemn oath ? 
© Mar, A ſubtle traitor needs no ſophiſler. 
K. e Call Buckingham, and bid him arm him- 
{e! 
York, Call Puckingham and all the friends thou haſt, 
Jam refolv'd for death or dignity. 
G11 Clif. The firſt I warraut thee, if dreams prove 
true. 
IFar. You were beſt go to bed and dream again, 
To keep thee from the tempeſt of the field. 
Gld Clif. I am refolv'd to bear a greater ſtorm 
Than any thou canſt conjure up to-day ; 
And that 1'!] write upon thy burgonet. 
Might I but know thee by thy houſe' badge. 
War Now, by my father's badge, old Nevill's creſt, 
The rampant bear che in'd to the ragged Raff, 
This day I'll wear aloft my burgonet, 
(As on a mountain-top the cedar thews, 
That keeps his leaves in tpight of any ſtorm), 
Ev n to aflright thee with the v'ew thereof. 
O14 CLif. And from thy burgonet I Il rend thy bear, 
And tread it ur der foot with all contempr, 
Defpight the bearward that protects the bear. 
T. Clif. And io to arms, victorious noble father, 
To quell the rebel and their cotuplices. 
R. Plan. Fie, charity for thame, ſpeak not in ſpisht, 
For you ſhall up with Jeſa Chriſt to-night. 
T. Clif. Foul itigmat.c, that's more than thou canſt 
tell. 
R. Plan. If not in heaven, you'll ſurely ſup in hell. 
[Exeunt ſeveralh. 


— 


| 
| 
| 
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SCENE V. Changes to a field of battle at St Alban's. 
Enter Warwick. 


War. Clifford of Cumberland, tis Warwick calls ; 
And if thou doſt not hide thee from the bear, 
(Now when the angry trumpet ſounds alarum, 
And dying mens' cries do fill the 2 air), 
Clifford, 1 ſay, come forth and fight with me; 
Proud northern Lord, Clifford. of Cumberland, 
Warwick is hoarſe with calling thee to arms. 

Enter York. 


War. How now, my Noble Lord? what all a-foot ? 
York. The deadly-handed Clifford flew my ſeed : 
But match to match I have encounter'd him, 
And made a prey for carrion kites and crows, 
Ev'n of the bonny beaſt he lov'd fo well. 


Enter Clifford. 


War. Of one or both of us the time is come. 

Tork. Hold, Warwick: ſeek thee out ſome other 
For 1 myſelf muſt hunt this deer to death, chace, 

War. Then nobly, York ! tis for a crown thou 
As I inten 1, Clifford, to thrive to-day, 
It grieves my ſoul to leave thee unaſſail'd. [Exit War. 
Clif. What ſeeſt thou in me, York ? why doſt thou 
uſe? 

York. wich thy brave bearing ſhould 1 be in love, 
But that thou art ſo faſt mine enemy. 

Clif. Nor ſhould thy proweſs want praiſe and eſteem, 
But that 'tis ſhewn ignobly, and in treaſon. 

York. So let it help me now againſt thy ſword, 
And | ia juſtice and true right expreſs it. 

Clif. My ſoul and body on the action both! 

York. A dreadful lay, addreſs thee inſtantly. [ Fighr. 

Clif. La fin couronne les euvres. Dries. 

York Thus war hath given thee peace, for thou art ſtill. 
Peace with his ſoul, Heav'n, if it be thy will. [ Exie. 


Enter young Clifford. 


r. Clif. Shame and confuſion ! all is on the rout. 
Fear frames diſorder, and diſorder wounds | 


hr. 
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Where it ſhonld guard. O War! thou ſon of hell, 


Whom angry heav'ns do make their miniſter, 

Throw in the frozen boſoms of our parc 

Hot coals of vengeance, Let no ſoldier fly. 

He that is truly devicate to war, 

Hath no ſelf-love ; for he that loves himſelf, 

Hath not eſſentially, but by circumſtance, 

The name of valour,—-—O let the vile world end, 
[ Seeing lis dead father. 

And the premiſed * flames of the laſt day 

Knit earth and heaven together ! 

Now let the general trumpet blow his blaſt, 

Particularities and petty ſounds 

To ceaſe ! Walt thou ordain'd, O dear father, 

To loſe thy youth in peace, and to atchieve 

The filver livery of adviſed age; 

And\ in thy reverence, and thy chair-days, thus 

To die in ruffian battle? Even at this ſight 

My heart is turn'd to ſtone ; and while tis mine, 


It thall be ſtony. York not our old men ſpares, 


No more will I their babes: tears virginal 
Shall be to me even as the dew to fire ; 
And beauty. that the tyrant oft reclaims, 
Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax. 
Henceforth I will not have to do with pity, 
Meet I an infant of the houſe of York, + 
Into as many gobbets will t cut it, 
As wild Medea young Abſyrtus did. 
In cruelty will I teek out my fame. 
Come, thou new ruin of Old Clifford's houſe ; 
As did Xneas old Anchiſes bear, 
50 I bear thee upon my manly ſhoulders: 
But then Mneas bare a living load, 
Nothing fo heavy as theſe woes of mine. 

[ Exit, bearing of bis father. 


Enter Richard Plantagenet and Some: ſet, to fgbt. 


N. Plan. So, lie thou there: [Somerſet . K. C 7. 
For underneath an alebhouſe' paltry ſign, 
The caſtle in St Alban's, Somerſet 
Hath made the wizard famous in his death. 


Premiſed, for ſent beſure their time. 
Vor. v. FH 
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Sword, hold thy temper; heart, be wrathſul ſtill. 
Prieits pray tor enemies, but princes kill 
[Exit Richard Plantagenet. 


- SCENE vi. 


Fight. Excurſions. Enter King Henry, Qucen Mar- 
garet, and others. 


9 Mar. Away, my Lord, you are flow; for ſhame, 
away. N 

K. Henry. (an we outrun the heav'ns ! good Mar- 

aret ſtay, 

Q. Mar. What are you made of? you'll not fight, 
Now is it manhood, wiſdom, and defence, [nor fly. 
To give the enemy way, and to ſecure us 
Ry what we can, which can no more but fly. 

[ Alarum afar V. 
If you be ta'en, we then ſhould ſee the bottom 
Of all our fortunes ; but if we happly ſcape, 
(As well we may, if not through your neglect), 
"Ve ſhall to London get, where you are lov'd; 
And where this breach now in our fortunes made, 
May readily be ſtopt. 


Enter Clifford, 


Cliſ. But that my heart's on future miſchief ſet, 
would ſpeak blaſphemy ere bid you fly; 
But fly you muſt : incurable diſcomfit 
Reigns in the hearts of all our preſent party. 
Away, for your relief; and we will live 
To fee their day, and them our fortune give. 
Away, my Lord, away ! [ Exeunt, 


Hlarum. Retreat. Enter York, Richard Plantagenet, 
Warwick, and Soldiers, with drum and colours. 


Tert. Of Saliſbury, who can report of him? 
That — 2 who in rage forgets N 
Aged contuſioas and all bruiſe of time; 

And, like a gallant in the brow of youth, 
Repairs him with occaſion... This happy day 
Is not itſelf, nor have we won one foot, 

Iii Sal.ſbary de loſt, 


Fo 


et, 
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N Plant, My Noble father, 
Three times to-day I holp him to his horſe, 
Three times beltrid him; thrice 1 lei him off, 
Pei ſu ided him from any further act: 
But ſtill where danger was, (ti!} there I met him; 
And, like rich hangings in an homely houſe, 
So was his will in his old feeble body. 
But, noble as he is, look where he comes. 


Enter Saliſbury. 
Sal Now, by my ſword, well haſt thon fought to 


; ay | 
By th'maſs, ſo did we all, I thank you, Richard, 
God knows how long it is I have to live; 
And it hath pleas'd him, that three times to-day 
You have detended me from imminent death. 
Well, Lords, we have not got that which we have; 
'Tis not enough our foes are this time fled, 
Being oppoſites of ſuch repairing nature. 
York l know our ſafety is to follow them ; 
For, as I hear, the King is fled to London, 
To call a preſent court ot parliament. 
Let us purſue him ere the writs go forth. 
What ſays Lord Warwick? ſhall we after them? 
War, After them ! nay, before them, if we can. 
Now, by my hand, Lords, 'twas a glorious day. 
St Alban's' battle, won by famous York, 
Shall be eteraiz'd in all age to come. 
dounad drum and trumpets, and to London all, 
And more ſuch days as theſe to us befal ! 


[ Exeunt . 
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A C 2s * ST WWW 
Lindon. 


Alarum. Enter Duke ef York, Edward, Richard, Nor- 
tolk, Montague, Warwick, and Soldiers. 


„ur. Wonder how the King eſcap'd our hands! 
| York, While we purſu'd the horſemen of 
the north, | | 
He ſlily ſtole away, and left his men: 
W hereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whoſe warlike ears cou'd never brook retreat, 
Chear'd up the drooping army; and himſelf, 


Lord Clifford, and Lord Stafford, all a-breatt, 


Charg'd our main battle s front; and, breaking in, 
Were by the ſwords of common ſoldiers ſla in. 

Ei. Lord Stafford's father, Duke of Buckingham, 
is either ſlain or wounded dang'rouſly; 
I cleft his beaver with a downright blow. 
That this is true, father, behold his blood. 

Mont. And, brother, here's the Earl of Wiltſhire's 
Whom I encounter d as the battles join d. [ blood 5 
Rich. Speak thou for me, and tell them what I did. 

[Throwing down the Duke of Somerſet's head. 
York. Richard hath beſt deſerv'd of all my ſons. 
Is his Grace dead, my Lord of Somerſet ? 
Nerf. Such hope have ali the line of John of Gaunt ! 
Rich. I husdo 1 hope o thake King Henry's head. 
War. And ſo do I. Victorious Prince of York, 
Before I ſee thee ſeated in that throne, 
Which now the houſe of Lancaſter uſurps, 
I vow by heav'n theſe eyes ſhall never cloſe, 
This is the palace ot that te.rful king, 
And this the regal feat; poſſeis it, York ; 
For this is thine, and not King Henry's heirs'. 
York. Aſſiit me then, tweet Warwick, an] I will; 
For hither we have broken 1a by force. 
Nerf. We ll all «fit you : he that flies, ſhall die. 
York. Thauks, gentle Norto!k; ſtay by me, my Lords; 
And, luidiers, ſtay and lodge by me this night. 
m3 [They go up. 
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Mar. And when the King comes, offer him no vio- 
Unleſs he ſeek to thruſt you out by force. Flence, 
Ter. The Queen this day here holds her parliament, 
But little thiaks we ſhall be cf her council; 
By words or blows here let us win our right. 
Rich, Arm'd as we are, let's ſtay within this houſe, 
Mar. The bloody parliament ſhall this be call'd, 
Unleſs Plantazener Duke of York be King; 
And baſhſul Henry. depos d, whoſe cowargice 
Hath made us by-words to our enemies. 
York, Then Jeave me not; my Lords, be reſolute! 
mean to take poſſeſſion ot my right. 
IWar. Neither the King, nor be that loves him beſt, 
The proudeſt he that holds up Lancaſter, 
Dares ſtir a wing, if Warwick ſhake his bells. 
III plant Plantagenet, root him up who dare: 
Feſolve thee, Richard; claim the Engliſh crown. 


| 3 » + Wy I 
Enter King Henry, Clifford, Northumberland, Weſt- 


morland, Exeter, and others. 
K. Henry. My Lords, look where the ſturdy rebel fits, 
Even in the chair of ſtate; belike he means 
(Back'd by the power of Warwick that falſe peer) 
'F'afpire unto the crown, and reign as King. 
Earl of Northumberland, he ſlew thy father; 
And thice, Lord Clifford; and you vow'd revenge 
On him, his ſons, his fav'rites, and his friends. 
North. If I be not, heav'ns be reveng'd on me! 
C/:f The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn in ſteel. 
Weſt. What, ſhall we ſuffer this? let's pluck him 
My heart for anger burns, I cannot brook it. [down. 
K. Henry. Be patient, gentle Earl of Weſtmorland, 
Clif. Patience is for poltroons, and iuch as he : 
He durſt not ſit there had your father liv d. 
My gracious Lord, here in the parliament. 
Let ns aſſail the family of York. 
211th, Well haſt thou ſpoken, couſin, be it fo. 
K. Henry. Ah! know you not the city favours them, 
And they have troops of ſoldiers at their beck. ? 
Exe, But when the Duke is ſlain, they II quickly fly, 


* 


— 


K Henry. Far be the thought of this ſrom Henry's 
To make a ſhambles of the-parliament-houſe. [ heart; 
Couſin of Exeter, frowns, words, and threats, 

Shall be the war that Henry means to uſe, 
Thou factious Duke of York, deſcend my throne, 
[ To the Duke, 
And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet : 
1 am thy Sovereign. 

York. Thou'rt deceiv'd, Vm thine: 

Exe. 1 he made thee Duke of 

ork: | 

York. Twas my inheritance, as the kingdom is. 

Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the crown, 

War. Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown, 
In following this uſurping Henry. 
Clif. Whom ſhould he follow but his natural king? 
War. LY Clifford ; and that's Richard Duke of 
York. 

X. Henry. And ſhall I ſtand, and thou fit in my 

throge-? 

York. It muſt and ſhall be ſo, content thyſelf. 

War. Be Duke of Lancaſter, let him be King. 

We:f/t. He is both King, and Duke of Lancaſter ; 
And that the Lord of Weſtmorland ſhall maintain. 

War: And Warwick (hall diſprove it. You for 
That we are thoſe which chas'4 you from the field, 
And flew your fathers, and with colours ſpread 
March'd through the city to the palace-gates, 

North. No, Warwick, I remember ic to my grief, 
And, by his foul, thou and thy houſe ſhall rue it. 

Weſt. Plantagenet, of thee, and theſe thy ſons, 

Thy Kintmen and thy friends, 1'll have more lives, 
Than drops of blood. were in my father's veins. 

Clif. Urge it no more, leſt that, inſtead of words, 

1 ſend thee, Warwick, ſuch a meſſenger, 

As ſhall revenge his death before I ſtir 
Mar. Poor Clifford! how I ſcorn his worthleſs threats. 
Tork. Will you we ſhew our title to the crown? 

If not, our ſwords ſhall plead it in tne field. 

K. Henry. M hat title haſt thou, traitor, to the crown? 
Thy father was, as thou art, Duke of York ; 

Thy grandfather, Roger Mortimer, Earl of March, 
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am the ſon of Henry the Fiſth, 
Who made the Dauphin and the French to ſtoop, 
And ieiz'd upon their towns and provinces. 
I ar. Talk not of France, ſith thou hait loft it all, 
K. Henry. The Lord Protector loſt it, and not i; 
When I was crown'd [ was but nine months old. 
Ri.h. You are old enough now, and yet methicks 
you loie : 
Father, tear the crown from the uſurper's head. 
E dw. Sviect father, do io; iet it on your head. 
Ment. Good brother. as thou lov'ſt and honour'ti 
Let's fight it out, and not ſtand caviiling thus. [arms, 
Rich, Sound drams and trumpets, and the King 
will fly. 
York. Sons, peace. 
K. Henry. Peace thou, and give King Henry leave 
to ſpeak. | 8 
War. Plantagenet ſhall ſpeak firſt ; hear, him, Lords, 
And be you ſilent and attentive too; 

For he that interrupts him, ſhall not live. | 
X. Henry. Think'ſt thou that I will leave my king 
herein my grandſire and my father fat? {[ throne, 

No: fi:ſt ſhall war unpeople this my realm; 
Ay, and their colours often borne in France, 
And now in England to our heart's great forrow, 
Shall be my wiading ſheet. Why faint you, Lords ? 
My title's good, and better far than his. 

War. But prove it, Henry, and thou ſhalt be King. 

XK. Henry. Henry the Fourth by conqueſt got the 

| crown. 

York. I was by rebellion againſt his King. 

X. Henry. I know not wh. t to ſay, my title's weak: 
Tell me, may not a King adopt an heir ? 

Tork What then? 

x. Henry. And if he may, then am I lawful King: 
For Richard, in the view of mauy Lords, 
Reſign'd the crown to Henry the Fourth; 
W hoſe heir my father was. and J am his. 

York. He roſe againſt him being his Sovereign, 
And made him to reſign his crown perforce. 

War. uppoie, a Lords, he did it unconſtrain'd, 
Think you 'twere prejudicial to his crown? 
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Exe, No, for he could not ſo reſign his crown, 
But that the next heir ſhould ſacceed and reign. 
K. Henry, Art thou againſt us, Duke of Exeter ? 
Exe. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 
Y:rk. Why whiſper you, my Lords, and anſwer not? 
Exe. My conſcience tells me he is lawſul King. 
X Henry. All will revolt from me, and turn to him. 
North. Plantagenet, for all the claim thou lay'ſt, 
Think not that Henry ſhall be fo depos'd. 
War. Depos'd he ſhall be in deſpight of thee. 
North. Thou art deceiv'd : tis not thy ſouthern power 


Of Effex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent, 


Which makes thee thus preſumptuous and proud, 
Can ſet the Duke up in deſpight of me. 
Clif. King Henry, be thy title right or wrong, 
Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence ; 
May that ground gape, and ſwallow me alive, 
Where I ſhall kneel ro him that flew my father ! 
K. _ = Clifford, how thy words revive my 
art 
Y:rk, Henry of Lancaſter, reſign thy crown : 
What mutter you, or what conſpire you, Lords? 
War, Do right unto this princely Duke of York, 
Or 1 will fill this houſe with armed men, 
And o'er the chair of ſtate where now he ſits, 
Write up his title with uſurping blood. 
{ He flamps with his feet, and the foldiers ſhow themſelves. 
X. Henry. My Lord of Warwick, hear me but one 
Let me but reign in quiet while I live. [word; 
Teri. Confirm the crown to me and to mine heirs, 
And thou ſhalt reign in quiet while thou liv ſt. 
K. Henry. I am content: Richard Plantagenet, 
Enjoy the kingdom after my deceaſe. 
Clif. What wrong is this unto the Prince your fon ? 
Mar. What good is this to England and himſelf? 
Weſt. Baſe, fearful, and deſpairing Henry! 
Clif. Row haſt thou injur'd both thyielt and us! 
Weſt. 1 cannot ſtay to hear theſe articles. 
Narth, Nor |. 
Clif. Come, couſin. let us tell the Queen theſe news ? 
Weſt. Farewel, faint-hearted and degen' rate King, 
tn whoſe cold blood no ſpark of honour bices. 


( 
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North. Be thou a prey unto the houſe of York, 
And die in bands for this unmanly deed ! — — 
Clif. In dreadful war may ſt thou be overcome, 
Or live in peace abandon'd and defpis'd !—— 
[Exeunt North. Cliff. Weſtm, 


SCENE III. 


War. Torn this way, Henry, and regard them not. 


Exe. They ſeek revenge, and therefore will not yield, 


K. Henry. Ah Fxeter |! —— — 
ar. Why ſhould you ſigh, my Lord? 

K. Henry, Not for myſelf, Lord Warwick, but my 
Whom | unnaturally ſhall diſinherit. [ ſon, 
Bat be it as it may; I hear entail 
The crown to thee, and to thine heirs for ever; 
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath 
To ceaſe this civil war ; and whillt 1 live, 

To honour me as thy King and Sovereign; 
Neither by treaſon nor hoſtility | 
To ſeek to put me down, and reign thyſelf. 
York. This oath 1 willingly ks, and will perform, 
War. Lg live King Henry! Plantagenet embrace 
im. 

X. Henry. And long live thou, and theſe thy forward 

York, Now York and Lancaſter are reconcil'd. [ ſons! 

Exe, Accurs'd be he that ſeeks to make them foes ! 

[Sonet, Here they come down, 

York. Farewel, my gracious Lord, I'll to my caſtle, 

Mar. And I'll keep London with my ſoldiers. 

Nerf. And I to Norfolk, with my followers. 
Maut. And 1 unto the fea, ſrom whence 1 came. 
KA. Henry. And I with grief and ſorrow to the court. 

[ Exeunt York, Warwick, Norfolk, and Montague. 


Enter the Queen, and the Prince of Wales. 


Exe. Here comes the Queen, whoſe looks bewray 
In Heal away [her anger. 
X. Henry. So, Exeter. will I. [Cotng. 
Queen Nay, go not from me; 1 will follow thee —- 
XK Henry. Be patient, gentle Queen, and 1 will ſtay. 
Pucen. Who . be patient in iuch extremes ? 
Ah, wretched man! wou'd 1 had died a maid, 


* 
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And never ſeen thee, never born thee ſon, 
Seeing thou haſt prov'd fo unnatural a father. 
Hath "he deſerv d to loſe his birthri ght thus ? 
Hadſt thou but lov'd him half fo ol as I, 
Or felt that pain which I did for him once, 
Or nourith'd bim, as I did with my blood; 
Thou would ſt have leſt thy deareſt 12 there, 
| Rather than made that ſavage Duke thine heir, 
| And difinherited thine only fon. 
Prince. Father, you cannot diſinherit me: 
If vou be King, why ſhould not I fucceed ? 
X. Henry. Pardon me, Marg'ret; pardon me, ſweet 
The Earl of Warwick and the Duke infore d me. [ſon ; 
Queen Inforc'd thee ! art thou King, and wilt be ( 
fore d? 
I ſhame to hear thee ſpeak. Ah, tim'rous wretch ! 
Thou haft undone thylelf, thy fon, and me; 
And given unto the houſe of York ſuch head, 
As thou ſhalt reign but by their ſufferance. 
To entail him and his heirs unto the crown, 
What is it but to make thy ſepulchre, 
And creep into it far before thy time? 
Warwick is Chancellor, and the Lord of Calais ; 
Stern Faulconbridge command: the narrow leas ; 
The Duke is made Protector of the realm; 
And yet ſhalt thou be lafe ? luch \fatety finds 
1. The trembling lamb invironed with wolves, 
e. Had 1 been there, which am a filly woman, 
The foldiers ſhould have toſſed me on their pikes, 
Before | would have granted to that act. 
But thou preterr'it thy life before thine honour. 
t. And ſeeing thou doſt, I here divorce myſelt 
e. Both from thy table, Henry, and thy bed, 
Until that act of parliament be repealed, 
Whereby my fon is diſinherited. 
ay The northern Lords, that have ſor ſworn thy colours, 
T. Will follow mine, if once they ſee them ſpread : { 
g. And ſpread they ſhall be, to thy foul diſgrace, 
4 And utter ruin of the houſe of York. 
v. Thus 1 do leave thee. Come, fon, let's away; 
Our army's ready; come, we'll after them. 
A. Henry, Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me ſpeak 
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Queen. Thou haſt ſpoke too much already; get thee 
one. 
X. * — Gentle fon Edward, thou wilt ſtay with me: 
Queen. Ay, to be murther'd by his ememies, —- 
Prince, When I return with victory from the field, 
I'll ſee your Grace; till then VII follow her, 
Queen. Come, ſon, away; we may not linger thus. 
[Exeunt Ducen and Prince. 
K. Henry. Poor Queen, how love to me and to her 
Hath made her break out into terms of rage ! [ſon 
Reveng'd may the be on that hateful Duke, | 
Whoſe haughty ſpirit, winged with defire, 
Will coaſt ®* my crown ; and, like an empty eagle, 
Tire on the fleſh of me and of my ſon ! 
The loſs of thoſe three Lords torments my heart ; 
Fl] write unto them and intreat them fair, 
Come, couſin, you ſhall be the meſlenger. 
Exe, And, as I hope, thall reconcile them all. 
[ Exeunt, 


SCENE W. 
Changes to Sandal- caſtle, near Wakefeld, in Yorkſhire, 
Enter Richard, Edward, and Montague. 


Rich. Brother, though I be youngeſt, give me leave. 
Edw, No; I can better play the orator. 
Mont. But I have reaſons ſtrong and forcible. 


Enter the Duke of York. 


York. Why, how now, ſons and brother, at a ſtriſe? 
What is your quarrel ? how began it firlt ? 
Edw. No quarrel, but a ſweet contention. 
York. About what ? 
Rich. About that which concerns your Grace and us; 
The crown of England, father, which is yours. 
York. Mine, boy ? not till King Henry be dead. 
Rich. Your right depends not on his life or death. 
Edw. Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it now; 
By giving the huuſe of Lancaſter leave to breath, 
It will outrun you, father, in the end, 
York. I took an oath that he ſhould quietly reign. 


® 4. e, Hover over it. 
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Edwv. But for a kingdom any oath may be broken: 


Id break a thouſand oaths to reign one year 


Rich. No; God forbid your Grace ſhould be forſworn! 


York. I ſhall be, if 1 claim by open by war. 


Rich. Ill prove the contrary, if you'll hear me ſpeak. 


York. Thou can{t not fon; it is impoſſible. 
Rich. An oath is of no moment, being not took 
Beſore a true and lav ful magiſtrate, 
T hat hath authority o'er him that ſwears, 
Henry had none; but did uſurp the place. 
Thea ſeeing 'twas he that made you to depoſe, 
Your oath, my Lord, is vain and frivolous. 
Theretore to arms! and, father, do hut think 
How ſweet a thing it is to wear a crown; 
Within whole circuit is Elyſium, 
And all that poets feign ot bleſs and joy. 
Why do we liager thus? 1 cannot reſt, 
Until the white roſe that I wear be dy'd 
Even in the luke warm blood of Henry's heart. 
York. Richard, enough : I will be King or die. 
Brother, thou ſhalt to London pretently, 
And whet on Warwick to this enterpriſe. 
Thou, Richard, ſhalt to th' Duke of Nor ſolk go,. 
And tell him privily of our intent. 
Yon, Edward, ſhall unto my Lord of Cobham, 
With whom the Kentiſhmen will willingly riſe. 
In them | truſt ; for they are ſoldiers, 
Wealthy and courteous, liberal, full of ſpirit, 
While you are thus employed, what reſteth more 
But that I ſeek occaſion how to rite ; 
And yet the King not privy to my driſt, 
Nor any of the houſe of Lancaſter ? 


Enter Meſſenger. 


But ſtay, what news? why com'ſt thou in ſuch poſt ? 
Me. The Queen, with all the northern Farls and 
intends here to beſiege you in your caſtle Lords, 


She is hard by with twenty thouſand men; 
And therefore fortify your hold, my Lord. 


Tert. Ay, — with my ſword, What! think'ſi thou 


that we fear them? 
Edward and Richard, you ſhall ſtay with me: 


Vor. V. 1 


* —— — -- — 
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My brother Montague ſhaſl poſt to London, 

Let Noble Warwick, Cobham, and the reſt, 

Whom we have leſt Protectors of the King, 

With powerful policy ſtrengthen themſelves, 

And truſt not ſimple Henry nor his oaths. 

Mort. Brother, I go; I'll win them, fear it not. 
And thus molt humbly 1 do take my leave. 
[Exit Montagne, 


Enter Sir John Mortimer and Sir Hugh Mortimer, 


Vert. Sir John and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine uncles, 
You are come to Sandal in a happy hour. 
The army of the Queen means to beſiege us. 
Sir 7ohn. She thall not need, we'll meet her in the 
field. 
Tort. What, with five thouſand men? 
Rich Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need. 
A woman's General ; what ſhould we ſear ? 
LA march afar ef. 
Edau. I hear their drums: let's ſet our men in order, 
And iſſue forth, and bid them battle ſtrait. 
York Five men to twenty ! though the odds be great, 
doubt not, uncle, of our victory. 
Many a battle have l won in France, 
When as the enemy hath been en to one: 
Why ſhould 1 not now have the like ſucceſs ? 
LAlarum. Exeunt. 


$S CEN EE YV. 
A field of battle betwixt Sandal-caſile and Wakefeld. 
Enter Rutland and his Tutor. 


Rut. Ah, whither ſh-ll I fly to ſcape their hands? 
Ah, Tutor, look where bloody Clifford comes, 


Enter Clifford, and S:ldiers. 


Clif Chaplain, away ! thy prieſthood ſaves thy liſe; 
As tor the brat of this accuried Duke, 
W hote father flew my father, he ſhall die. 
Tutor, ande l, my Lord, will bear him company. 
C{if. Soldiers, away, and drag him hence pertorce, 


Tutcr. Ab, Clifford! mut ther not this innocent child, 
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Leſt thou be hated both of God and man. 
| [ Exit, dragg'd of, 
C/if. How now? is he dead already? or is it tear 
That makes him cloſe his eyes? I'll open them. 
Nut. So looks the pent up lion o'er the wretch 
That trembles under his devouring paws 
And ſo he walks inſulting o'er his prey, 
And fo he comes to rend his limbs aſunder. 
Ah, gentle Clifford! kill me with thy ſword, 
And not with ſuch a cruel threat'ning look, 
Sweet Clifford, hear me ſpeak before I die: 
am too mean a ſuhject of thy wrath ; 
Be thou reveng'd on men, and let me live, 
Clif. In vain thou ſpeak'it, poor boy: my father's 
blood | 
Hath ſtopt the paſſuge where thy words ſhould enter. 
Nut. Then let my father s blood open't again. 
He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him. 
Clif. Had I thy brethren here, their lives and thine 
Vere not revenge ſufficient for me: 
No, if 1 digg'd up thy forefathers” graves, 
And hung their rotten coffias up in chains, 
It could not flake mine ire, nor eaſe my heart. 
The fight of any of the houle of York 
Is as a fury to turment my ſoul : 
And till I root out their accurſed line, 
and leave not one alive, I live in hell. 
i kerefore 
Nut. O let me pray before I take my death : 
To thee | pray —— ſweet Clifford, pity me. 
Clif. Such pity as my rapier's point affords. 
Nut. I never did thee harm; why wilt thou flay me? 
Clif. Thy fatter hath. 
Rat. But 'twas ere 1 was born, 
Thou haſt one ſon, tor his ſake pity me; 
Leſt in revenge thereof (ſith God is jult) 
He be as miſerably flain as 1. 
Ah, let me live in priſon all my days; 
and when I give occaſion of offence, 
Then let me die; for now thou haſt no cauſe. 
Clif. No Caule! . 
2 
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Thy father ſlew my father, therefore die. 1 

F Lu, tabs im. D 

Nut. Dii faciant laudis ſumma fit iſta tur *® [C Dies, 
Clif. Plantagenet, I come, Plantagener ! 


And this thy ſon's blood cleaving to my blade * 

Shall ruſt upon my weapon, till thy blood, | Ne 

Congeal'd with this, do make me wipe off both. [Ei. ar 
SCENE VL 1 

Alarum. Enter Richard Duke of Vork. | a: 


York The army of the Queen hath got the field: 
My unclcs both are flain in reſcuing me, 
And all my followers to the eager toe, 
Jurn back, and fly like ſhips before the wind, 
Or limbs purſu'd by hunger-ſtarved wolves, 
My ſons, God knows what hath bechanced them: 
Bur this I know, they have demean'd themſelves 
L ke men born to renown, by lite or death, 
Three times did Richard make a lane to me, 
An: thrice cry d, Courage, father! ſight it out: 
And tail as oft came Edward to my fide, 
Mech purple talchion painted to the hilt 
In blood of thoſe that had encounter'd him: 
And when the hardieſt warriors did retire, 
Richard cry'd, Charge! and give no foot of ground ; 
And cry'd, A czown, or elie a glorious tomb; 
A ſceptte, or an caithly ſepulchre. 


\ ith this we charg'd again: but out! alas, 
We boJlg'd again; as | have ſeen a iwan 
With bootleis labour ſwim againit the tide, | 
Aud ſpend her ſtrength with over-watching waves. 1 
[1 thort alarum within, | A y 
Ah! hark the fatal followers do puriue : * 
£1 1 am faint, and cannot fly their fury. B A 
And were I ſtrong, I would not ſhun their fury, ; 
The ſands are number'd that make up my lite; * 1 
Here mult I ſtay, and here my life mult end. 80 
Enter the Queen, Clifford, Northumberland, the Prince | | A 
% Wales, and /cluiers. 2 
Come, bloody CliTord, rough Northumberland, A 
* Ovid, 
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; dare your quenchleſs fury to more rage: 
Tom your butt, and 1 abide your ſhot. 


North. Viel to our mercy, proud Plantagenet. 
CV Ay to ſuch mercy as his ruthleſs arm 
With downright payment ſhew'd unto my father. 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his car, 
and made an evening at the foon-tide prick, 
York. My aſhes, as the phbenix, may bring forth 
bird that will revenge upon you all: 
And in that hope I throw mine eyes to heav'n, 
*corning whate er you can afſſct me with. 
Why come you not? what! multitudes and fear? 
Ci. So cowards fight when they can fly no ſarther; 
So Coves do peck the talcon's piercing taloas; 
5 deſp'rate thieves, all hopeleſs of their lives, 
breathe out invectives gainſt the officers. 
Ert Oh, Clifford, but bethink thee once again, 
And in thy thought o'er-ron my former time; 
And, i: thou canſt for bluſhing, view this face, 
And bite thy tongue that flanders him with cowardice, 
M hoſe frown had made thee faint and fly ere this. 
Clif. 1 will not bandy with thee word for word, 
But buckle with thee blows twice two for one. 
Queen. tick, valiant Cliſford; for a thouſand cauſes 


1 would prolong a while the traitor's life: 


Wrath makes him deaf. Speak thou, Northumberland. 
North. Hold, Clifford; do not honour him fo much, 
To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart. 
What valour were it, when a cur doth grin, 
For one to thruſt his hand between his teeth, 
When he might ſpurn him with kis foot away ? 
It is war's praiſe to take all 'vantages ; 
And ten to one is no impeach of valour. 
Clif. Ay, ay; fo ſtrives the woodcock with the gin. 
North. So doth the corey ſtraggle in the net. 
[ In the ſtruggle York is taken priſoner, 
York. So triumph thieves upon their conquer d booty; 
So true men yield with ro. bers ſo o'er-match'd 
th. What would your Grace have done unto him 
now ? 
Queen, rave warriors, Clifford an Northumberland, 
Cour make him Hand upon this mole-hill here, 


13 


104 The Third Part of Act t. 


That raught at monntairs with outſtretched arms, 
Yet parted but the ſhadow with his hand. 
What! was it you that would be England's King ! 
Was't you that revell'd in our parliament, 
And made a preachment of your high deſcent ? 
Where are your meſs of ſons to back you now, 
The wanton Edward, and the luſty George? 
And where's that v4liant crook-back'd prodigy, 
Dicky your boy, that with his prumbling voice 
Was won't to cheer his dad in mutinies ? 
Or, with the reſt, where is your darling Rvtlaad : 
Look, York; I ſtain'd this napkin with the blood 
That valiant Clifford with his rapier's point 
Made iſſue from the boſons of the boy: 
And if thine eyes can water tor his death, 
1 vive thee this to dry thy cheeks withal. 
Alas! poor York; but that I hate thee deadly, 
1 ſhould lament thy miſerable ſtate. 
1 pr'ythee, grieve, to make me merry, Vork. 
What, hath thy fiery heart fo parch'd thine iatrails, 
That not a tear can fall for Rutland's death ? 
Why art thou patient, man? thou ſhould'it be mad; 
And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus. 
Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may ſing and dance, 
Thou would'ſt be fee'd, I fee, to make me iport. 
York cannot ſpeak, unleſs he wear a crown, 
A crown for York and, Lords, bow low to him : 
Hold you his hands, whillt 1 do ſet it on. 

[Putting a paper-crown on his head, 
Ay, marry, Sir, now looks he like a King, 
Ay, this is he that took King Henry's chair ; 
Aud this is he was his adopted heir, 
But how is it that great Plantagenet 
Is crown'd ſo foon, and broke his ſolemn oath ? 
As I bethink me, you ſhoul4 not be King, 
Till our King Henry: had ſhock hands with death, 
And will you pale your head in Henry's glory, 
And rob his temples of the diadem, 
Now ia his life, againſt your hoiy oath ? 
Oh, *tis a fau't too too un pardonable. 
Off with the crown, and with the crown his head; 


And whilit we breathe, take him to do him dead. 
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Clif. That is my office, for my father's ſake. 
Precn, Nay, ſtay, let's hear the oriſons he makes, 
Tork. She-wolt of France, but worſe than wolves of. 
France, 
Whoſe tongue more poiſons than the adder's tooth ! 
How ill-beleeming is it in thy ſex 
Io triumph, like an Amazonian trull, 
Upon their woes whom fortune captivates ? 
But that thy ſace is, vizard-like, unchanging, . 
Made impudent with uſe of evil deeds, 
I would aſſay, proud Queen, to make thee bluſh, 
To tell thee whence thou cam'ſt, of whom deriv'd, 
Were ſhame enough to ſhame thee, wert thou not ſhame- 
Thy father bears the type of King of Naples, [lefs. 
Of both the Sicils and Jeraſalem, 
Yet not fo. wealthy as an Engliſh yeoman. 
Hath that poor monarch taught thee to inſult ? 
it needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud Queen, 


'  Unlels the adage mult be verify d, 
That beggars mounted run their horſe to death.” 
| Tis beauty that doth oft make women proud; 
; Aut God he knows thy ſhare thereof is ſmall. 
Tis virtue that doth make them moſt admir'd; 


The contrary doth make thee wonder d at. 

Tis government that makes them ſeem divine; 

The want thereof makes thee abominable, 

Thou art as oppoſite to every good, 

As the antipodes are unto us, 

Or as the ſouth to the ſeptentrion, . 

Oh, tyger's heart wrapt in a woman's hide! 

How could'ſt thou drain the lite-blood of the child, 

To bid the father wipe his eyes withal, 

And yet be ſeen to wear a woman's face ? 

N Women are ſoft, mild, pitiful, and flexible; 

Thou ſtern, obdurate, fliaty, rough, remorſeleſs. 
Bidſt thou me rage? why, now chou halt thy with. 

| Wonld'ſt have me weep? why, now thou halt thy will, 

| For raging wind blows up inceſſ ent thow'rs, 

And when the rage allays, the rain begins. 

Theſe tears are my ſweet Rotland's oblequics; 

AnFev'ry drop cries vengeance for his cearh, [man, 


* *Gaiaſt thee, fell Clifford; aud thee, falle Frenchwo- 
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North, Belhrew me but his peſſions move me ſo, 
That hardly can I check mine eyes from tears. 

77. That face of his the hungry canibals 
Would not have touch'd, would not have ſtain'd with 
But you are more inhumane, more inexorable, | blocd : 
Oh ten times more, than tygers of Hyrcania. 

See, ruthleis Queen, a baplets father's tears, 

This cloth thou dipp'dit in Hood of my ſweet boy, 
And I with tears do wath the blood away. 

Keep thou the napkin, and go boaſt of this : 

And if thou tell'it the heavy ſtory right, 

Upon my ſoul the hearers will ſhed tears ; 

Yea, even my foes will ſhed falt-falling tears, 

And fay, ** Alas, it was a piteous deed !”" 
There, take the crown, and with the crown my curſe ; 
And in thy need ſuch comſort come to thee, 

As now I reap at thy too cruel hand! 

Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the world, 

My foul to heav'n, my blood upon your heads. 

North. Had he been flaughter-man to all my kin, 

I ſhould not for my life but weep with him, | 
To ſee how ily ſorrow gripes his lou]. 

Ducen. What, weeping-ripe, my Lord Northumber- 
Think but upon the wrong he did us all, [lang ? 
And that will quickly dry thy melting tears. 

Clif. Here's tor my oath, here's for my father's death. 

[ Stabbing him, 

Queen. And here's to right our gentl:-hearted King. 

[ Stabs bim alls. 

York, Open thy gate of mercy, gracious God ! 

My ſoul flies through theſe wounds to ſcek out thee. 
Dies. 

Qꝛeen. Off with his head, and ſet it on York > 

So York may overlook the town of York, [Exeunt, 


0 VT: = 3 7 & 8” 
Near Meortimer's croſs in Wales. 
A march. Enter Edward, Richard, and their pewer. 


1 Wonder how our princely father ſcap'd; 
Or whether he be ſcap'd away, or no, 
From Cliſſord's Northumberland s puriuit ? 


>= 4 ere 


On ff By > = 


-” 


2 92 


*. 


Sc. 1. King Henry VI. 107 


Had he been ta'en, we ſhould have heard the news; 
Had he been ſlain, we ſhould have heard the news; 
Or had he *{cap', methinks we ſhould have heard 
The happy tidings of his good eſcape. 
How tares my brother? why is he ſo ſad? 

Rich. l cannot joy, until I be refolv'd 
W here our right valiant father is become. 
I ſaw him in the battle range about; 
And watch'd him, how he ſingled Clifford forth, 
Methonght he bore him in the thickeit troop, 
As doth a lion in a herd of near ; 


Or as a bear incompals'd round with dogs, 


Who having pinch'd a tew, and made them cry, 
The reſt itand all aloof, and bark at him. 

So far'd our father with his enemies, 

So fled his enemies my wart like father. 

Methinks tis pride enough to be his ſon. 

See how the morning opes her golden gates, 

Arid takes her farewel of the glorious tun. 

How well reſembles it the prime of youth, 
Trimm d like a younker prancing to his love? 

Edu. Dazzle mine eyes? or do | fee three ſuns ? 

Rich. Three glorious ſuns, each one a perfect ſun ; 
Not ſeparated with the racking clouds, 

But ſever'd in a pale clear-thining ſky. 

See, ſee, they join, embrace, and ſeem to kiſs, 
As if they vow d ſome league inviolable. 

Now are they but one lamp, one light, one ſun, 
la this the heaven figures tome event. 

E tv, Tis wondrous ſtrange, the like yet never heard 
think it cites vs, brother, to t. e held ; [ of, 
1 hat we the ſons of brave Plantagenet, 

Each one already blazing by our meeds, 

Suculd, notwithitanding, join our lights together, 
And overſhine the earth, as this the world. 
Whate'er it bogdes, henceforward will 1 bear 
Upon my target three fair ſhining ſans. 

Rich. Nay, bear three daughters: by your leave 1 
You love the breeder better than the male. [{peak it, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
But what art thou, who e heavy looks ſoretel 
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Some dreadſul ſtory hanging on thy tongue? 

Mes. Ah ! one that was a wotul looker on, 

When as the Noble Duke of York was Jain, 

Your prince!y father, and my loving Lord. | 
Edw. Oh, ſpeak no more! for | have heard too much. 
Rich Say how he dy'd ; for I will hear it all. 

Meß. Invironed he was with many toes, 

And iltood againſt them, as the hope of Troy 

Againſt the Greeks that would have enter'd Troy, 

But Hercules himſelt muſt yield to odds; 

And many ſtrokes, though with a little ax. 

Hew down and fell the hardeſt-tim' er'd oak, 

By many hands your father was ſubdu d, 

But only flaughter'd by the ireful arm 

Of unrelenting Clifford and the Queen ; 

Who crown'd the gracious Duke in high deſpight ; 

Laugh'd in his face; and, when with grief he wept, 

The ruthleſs Queen gave him, to dry his cheek, 

A napkin ſteeped in the harmleſs blood 

Of ſweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford flain : 

And, after many ſcorns, many foul taunts, 

They took his head, and on the gates of York 

They ſet the ſame; and there it doth remain 

The ſaddeſt ſpectacle that e ex l view'd. 

Ed. Sweet Duke of York, our prop to lean upon 
Now thou art gone, we have no ſtaff, no ſtay, 

Oh Clifford, doiſt rous Clifford ! thou haſt flain 

The flower of Furope for his chivalry, 

And treacheroufly haſt thou vanquiſh d him; 

For, hand to hand, he would have vanquiſh'd thee. 

Now my ſoul's palace is become a priton : 

Ah, would the break from hence, that this my body 

Might in the ground be cloled up in relt ! 

For never henceforth {hall 1 joy again, 

Never, oh never, thall 1 ſee more joy. 

Rich. I cannot weep ; for all my body's moiſture 
Scarce ſerves to quench my furnace-burniag heart: 
Nor can my tongue unload my heart's great burthen : 
For th' ſelt-ſame wind that 1 thould ſpeak withal, 

Is kincling coals that fire up all my breaſt ; 

And burn me up with flames, that tears would quench. 

To weep, is to make leſs the depth of grief: 


t, 
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Tears then for babes; blows and revenge for me! 
Richard, I bear thy name; I'll 'venge thy death, 
Or die renowned by attempting it. 

E dev, His name that valiant Duke hath left with thee - 
His dukedom and his chair with me is let. 

Nich. Nay, if thou be that princely eagle's bird, 
Shew thy delcent, by gazing gainſt the fun : 
For chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom, ſay, 
Either they're thine, or eiſe thou wert not his. 


e If, 


March. Enter Warwick, Zarguis / Montague, and 
their army. 


Ni ar. How now, fair Lords? what fare? what news 
abroad ? 

Rich. Great Lord of Warwick, if we ſhould recount 
Our baleful rews, and at eich word's deliv'rance 
Stab poniards in our fleſh till all were told, 
The words would add more anguiſh than the wounds. 
O valiant Lord, the Duke of York is flain. 

Edw. O Warwick! Warwick! that Plantagenet 
Which held thee dearly as his ſoul's redemption, 
Is by the ſtern Lord Clifford done to death. 

War. Ten days ago | drown'd theſe news in tears: 
And now to add more meaſure to your woes, 
come to tell you things ſich then befal! n. 
Aiter the bloody fray at Wakefield fought, 
Where your brave father breatÞh'd his lare!t gap, 
1 idings, as ſwiſtly as the polt could run, 
Were brought me of your loſs and his depart. 
I then in Lor don, keeper of the King, 
Muſter'd my foldiers, gather'd flocks of friends, 
March'd towards St Alban's t'intercept the Queen. 
Ecaring the King in my behalf along: 
For by wy lcouts | was advertifed 
That the was coming, with a full intent 
To daſh our late decree in par liament, 
Touching King Henry s oath, and your ſucceſſion, 
Short tale to make, we at St Alban' mer, 
Our battles join'd, and both fides fiercely ſonght, 
But whether 'twas the coldneſs ot the King, 
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Who look'd fall tly on his warlike Queen, 
That robb'd my foldiers of their hated ipleen ; 
Or whether 'twas report of her ſucceſs, 

Or more than common fear of Clifford's rigour, 
Who thunders to his captives blood and death; 

I cannot judge : but to conclude with truth, 
Their weapons, like to lightning came and went ; 
Our ſoldiers, like the night-owl's lazy flight, 

Or like a lazy threſher with a flail, 

Fell gently down, as it they ſtruck their friends. 
I cheer': them up with juſtice of our cauſe, 
With promie of high pay and great reward. 
But all in vain: they had no heart ro fight; 

And we, in them, no hope to win the day: 

So that we fled; the King, unto the Queen; 
Lor! George your brother, Norfolk, and myſelf, 
In haſte, poſt-haſte, are come to join with you: 
For in the marches here we heard you were, 
Making another head to fight again. [wick * 

Edw. Where is the Duke of Norfolk, gentle War- 
And when came George from Burgundy to England ? 

Mar. Some fix miles off the Duke is with his power; 
And for your brother, he was lately ſent 
From your kind aunt, Ducheſs of Burgundy, 

With aid of ſoldiers to this reedful war. 

Rich. 'T was odds belike when valiant Warwick fled; 
Oft have 1 heard his praiſes in purtuit, 

But ne'er, till now, his ſcandal of retire. 

War. Nur now my ſcandal, Richard, doſt thou hear : 
For thou ſhalt know this ſtrong right band of mine 
Can pluck the diadem from faint Henry's head, 

And wring the awſul ſceptre from his filt ; 
Were he as famous and as bold in war, 
As he is fam'd for mildneſs, peace, and prayer, 

Rich 1 know it well, Lord Warwick ; blame me not; 
*Tis love I bear thy glories makes me ſpeak. 

But in this troublous time what's to be done? 
Shall we go throw away our coats of ſteel, 

And wrap our bodies in black mourning gowns, 
Numb'ring our Ave Maries with our beads ? 

Or ſhall we on the helmets of our foes 

Tell our devotion with revengeſul arms? 
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If for the laſt, ſay, Ay; and to ir, Lords. 

I ar. Why, therefore Warwick came to ſeek you out: 
And theretore comes my brother Montague. 

Attend me, Lords: the proud inſulting Queen, 
With (liflord, and the haught Northumberland, 
And of their feather many more proud birds, 

Have wrought the eaſy-melting King, like wax, 

He iwore conſent to your ſucceſſion, 

His oath inrolled in the parliameat : 

Ard now to London all the crew are gone, 

To fruſtrate both his oath, an1 what belide 

May make againſt the houſe of Lancaiter, 
Their power, I think, is thirty thouſand ſtrong : 
Now, if the help of Norfolk and myfelf, 

With all the friends that thou, brave Farl of March, 
Amonelſt the loving Welchmen canſt procure, 

Will but amount to five anJ twenty thouſand ; 
Why, via! to London will we march amain ; 

And once again beſtride our foaming ſeeds, 

And once again cry, Charge upon our focs !———— 
But never once again turn back and fly, 

Rich. Ay, now methinks I hear great Warwick 
Ne'er may he live to ſee a ſun · ſhine day, [ ſpeak, 
Thar cries, Retire, if Warwick bid him ſtay, 

E dw. Warwick, on thy ſhoulder will 1 lean, 
And when thou fail'ſt, (as God forbid the hour !), 
Muſt Edward fall; which peril heav'n forefend ! 

War. No longer Earl of March, but Duke of York ; 
The next degree is England's royal throne : 

For King of England ſhalt thou be proclaim'4 
In every borough as we paſs along : 

And he that throw's not up his cap for joy, 
Shall for the fault make forfeit of his head. 
King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague, 
Stay we no longer, dreaming of renown ; 

But ſound the trumpets, and about our taſk, 

Rich. | hen, Clifford, were thy heart as hard as Rec], 
As thou haſt thewn it flinty by thy deeds, | 
I come to pierce it, or to give thee mine. 

Ca. Then ſtrike up, drums; God and St George 

for us! 
Vor. V. K 
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112 Ad 2, 
Enter a Meſenger. 

IFar. How now ? what news? 

Maß. the Duke of Norfolk ſends you word by me, 
The Queen is coming with a puiſſant hoſt, 
And craves ycur ccmpany for ſpeedy counſel, 

War, Why then it ſorts; brave warriors, let's away, 

LExeunt ones, 


SCENES MM 


Exter King Henry, the Qucen, Clifford, Northumber- 
land, and the Prince of Wales, with drums and 


trumpets, 


Changes to Terk, 


Queen. Welcome, my Lord, to this brave town of 


Yonder's the head of that arch - enemy [ York, 
That ſought to be incompaſs d with your crown, 
Doth not the object cheer your heart my Lord? 

K- Henry, Ay, as the rocks cheer them that fear their 
To ſee this fight it irks my very ſoul : [wreck; 
With-hold revenge, dear God; tis not my ſault, 
Nor wittingly have 1 infring'd my vow. 

Clif. My gracious Liege, this too much lenity 
And harmful pity mult be laid aſide. 

To whom do lions caſt their ger.tle looks? 
Not to the beaſt that would uſurp their den. 
Whoſe hand ist that the foreſt bear doth lick? 


Not his that ſpoils her young before her face. 


Who 'ſcapes the lurking ſerpent's mortal ſting ? 
Not he that ſets his foot upon her back. 

The faalleft worm will turn, being trodden on, 
And doves will peck in ſafeguard of their brood. 
Ambitious York did level at thy crou n, 

Thou ſmiling while he knit his angry brows. 
He but a Duke, would have his fon a King, 
And raiſe his iſſue like a loving fare: 

Thou being a King, bleſe d with a goodly ſon, 
Didſt yield conſent to difinherit him; 

V hich argu'd thee a moſt urloving father, 
Unreaſonable creatures feed their young, 

And tho' man's face be feartul to their eyes, 
Yet, in protection of their tender ones, 
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” Who hath not ſeen them (even with thoſe win 

> Which ſometimes they have us'd with ſearful flizht) 
| ” Make war with him that clim5'd unto their neſt, 
* © [:ring their own lives in their young's defence? 
For [hame, my Liege, make the n your precedent, 
Were it not pity, that this goodly boy 
Should loſe his birthright by his father's fault; 
And long hereafter ſay unto his child, 
What my great-grandfather ani grandſire got, 

My careleſs father fondly gave away ? 

> Ah, what a ſhame was this! look on the boy, 
and And let his manly face, which promiſeth 
.- Succeſsful fortune, ſteel thy melting heart 
3 To hold thine own, and leave thine owa to him, 


Sy | X. Henry. Full well hath Clifford play'd the orator, 
7 4 Inferring arguments of mighty force. 
But, Cliford, tell me, didſt thou never hear, 
"VEN That things ill-got hid ever bad ſucceſs ? 
8 And happy always was it for that ſon, 
* | Whoſe father for his hoarding went to hell ? 
| | I'll leave my ſon my virtuous deeds behind; 


4 And *woul4 my father had left me no more ! 
For all the reſt is held at ſuch a rate, 
As brings a thouſand · fold more care to keep, 
| han in poſſeſon any jor of pleaſure. 
| Ah, coulin York, *would thy beſt friends did know 
How it doth grieve me that thy head is here! 
Queen - Lord, cheer up your ſpirits, var foes are 
i I nign, 
Aud this fofe courage makes your followers faint, 
You promis'd knighthood to our forward ſon ; 
> Untheath your ſword, and dub him preſently, 
b Liward, kneel down. 
> FX. Henry. Edward Plantagenet, ariſe a Knight; 
And learn this leſſon, Draw thy ſword in right. 
Prince. My Gracious father, by your kingly leave, 
I draw it as apparent to the crown, 
> And in that quarrel uſe it to the dzath. 
Clif. Why, that is ſpoken Ike a toward prince. 


Enter a Meſenzer, 


Me. Royal commanders, be in readineſs; 
K 2 ' 
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Far, with a band of thirty thouſand men, 

Comes Warwick, backing of the Duke of Vork: 

And in the towns, as they do march along, 

Proclaims him King; and many fly to him. 

Darraign your battle, for they are at hand. 
Clif l would your Highaets would depart the field: 

The Queen hath beit tucceſs when you are abſent. [ tune, 
Queen. Ay, good my Lord, and leave us to our for. 
A Henry. Why, that's my fortune too; therefore II 
North. Be it with teſolution then to fight. [ tay, 
Prince Niy Royal father, cheer theſe Noble Lords, 

And hearten thoſe that fight in your defence: 

Uulteath your iword, good father; cry, St George ! 


ST. CE NE IV. 
Blarck. Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, Clarence, 


Norfoik, Montague, and Soldiers. 

Edw Now, perjur'd Henry, wilt thou kneel for 
And ſet thy diadem upon my bead, [ grace, 
Or bide the mortal fortune of the field ? 

Queen. Go rate thy minions, proud inſulting boy. 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms 
before thy Sovereign and thy lawful King ? 

Edw. I am his King, and he ſhould bow his knee; 
T was adopted heir by his content; 

Since when, his oath is broke; for, as I hear 
You that are King, though he do wear the crown, 
Have caus'd him by new act of parliament 
Jo blot out me, and put his own ſon in. 
Clif. And reaſon too: 
V ho ſhould ſucceed the father but the fon ? 

Rich. Are you there, butcher? O! 1 cannot ſpeak, 

Clif. Ay. crook-back, here I ſtand to aniwer thee, 
Cr any he the proudeſt of thy fort. 

Rich. 'T was you that kill'd young Rutland, was it not? 

Clif Ay, and old York, and yet not ſatisfy d. 

Rich. For God's ſake Lords, give ſignal to the fight. 

Har. What fay'it thou, Henry, wilt thou yield the 

crown ? 

Qucen. Why, how now, long tongu'd Warwick, dare 
M ken you and I met at Sr Albay's laſt, [you ſpeak ? 


AR 2. 


for 
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Your legs did better ſervice than your hands. 
War. Then it was my turn to fly, and now 'tis thine. 
Clif. You faid fo much before, and yet you fled. 
War. Twas not your valour, Clitord, drove me 
thence. 
North. No, nor your manhood that durit make you 
itay, 
Rich. Northumberland, I hold thee revereatly, — 
Break off the parley, for ſcarce I can refrain 
The execution of my big- ſwoln heart 
Upon that Clifford, that cruel child-killer. 
Clif. I flew thy tather, cali'lt thou him a child? 
Rich, Ay, like a daſtard and a treach'rous coward, 
As thou didit kill oue render brother Rutland. 
Eut ere jun- ſet I'll make thee curſe the deed. 
K. Henry. Have done with words, my Lords, and 
hear me ſpeak. | 
Queen. Defie them then, or elſe hold cloſe thy lips. 
KA. Henry, 1 pr ythee give no limits to my tongue; 
Iam a King, and privileg d to ſpeak. 
Clif. My Liege, the wound that bred this meeting 
Cannot be cur'd by words; theretore be ſtill. [here, 
Rich. Then, executioner, untheath thy ſword. 
By him that made us all I am refolv'd 
hat Clifford's manhood lies upon his tongue, 
Edw. Say, Henry, ſhall I have my right or no? 
A thouſand men have broke their falts to-day, 
That ne'er ſhall dine unleſs thou yield the crown. 
War. If thou deny, their blood upon thy head! 
For York in juſtice puts his armour on. 
Prince. I that be right which Warwick ſays is right, 
There is no wrong, but every thing is right. 
Rich. Whoever got thee, there thy mother ſtands, 
For well 1 wot thou halt thy mothe-'s tongue. 
Queen. But thou art neither |. ke thy lire nor dam, 
But like a foul mis-{hapen ltigmatic 
Mark'd by the deſtinies to be avoided, 
As veno:nous toads, or lizards' dreadtu! ſtings. 
Rich. Iron ot Naples hid with Englith gilt, 
Whole tather bears the title of a King, 
(As it a channel ſhould be ca'l'd the ſea), 
Sham ii thou not, knowing whence thou art extraught, 
— 


1 
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To let thy tongue detect thy baſe-born heart? 
Eav. A wiſp of ſtraw were worth a thouſand crowns, 
To make this thamelefs callat know herſelf, 
Helen of Greece was fairer far thaa thou, 
Altho' thy huſband may be Menelaus ; 
And ne'er was Agamemnon's brother wrong'd 
By that filſe woman, as this King by thee. 
His father revell d in the heart of France, 
And tam'd the King, and made the Dauphin loop; 
And had he match'd according to his ſtate, 
He might have kept that glory to this day. 
But when he took a beggar to his bed, 
And pgrac'd thy poor ſire with his bridle-day, 
Even then that ſun-ſhme brew'd a thow'r for him, 
That waſh'd his fathe:'s fortunes forth of France, 
And heap'd ſedition on his crown at home, 
For what hath broach'd this tumult, but thy pride ? 
Hadſt thou been meek, our title ſtill had ſlept; 
And we, in pity of the gentle King, 
Had flpt our claim until another age. 
Cla. But when we ſaw our ſan-ſhine made thy ſpring, 
And that thy ſummer bred us no increaſe, 
We ſet the ax to thy uſurping root; 
And though the edge hath ſomething hit ourſelves, 
Yet know thou, fince we have begun to ſtrike, 
We'll never leave till we have hewna thee down, 
Or bath's thy growing with our heated bloods, 
Edw, And in this reiolution I dety thee 
Not wilting any longer conference, 
Since thou deny it the gentle King to ſpeak. 
Sound trumpets, let our bloody colours wave, 
And either victory, or ele a grave. 
Queen. Stay, Edward 
Edw. No, wrangling woman, we'll no longer Ray ; 
Thele words will colt ten thouſand hves this day. 
[ Exeunt omnes. 


SCENE V. 
Ctanges to a field of battle at Ferrybridge in Torkſhire, 
Alarum. Excur/ſicns. Enter Warwick. 
Mur. Fore-ſpent with toil, as runners with a race, 
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Sc. 5g. King Henry TI, 117 


1 lay me down a little while to breathe : 

For ſtrokes receiv d, and many blows repaid, | 
Have robb'd my ſtrong- knit ſiue ws ot their ſtrength; 
And, ſpight of ſpight, needs mutt I reit a while. 


Enter Edward running. 


E dau. Smile, gentle Heav'n ! or ſtrike, ungentle Death 
For this world trowns, and Edward's fan is clouded. 
War. How now, my Lord, what hap ? what hope 
of good ? a 


Enter Clarence. 
Cla. Our hap is loſs, our hope but ſad deſpair ; 


Our ranks are broke, and ruin follows us. 

What counſel give you? whither ſha!! we fly? 
Ew. Bootleſs is flight; they follow 15 with wings, 

And weak we arc, and cannot ſhun puriut, 


Enter Richard. 


Nich. Ah, Warwick, why naſt thou withdrawn thy- 
ſelf ? 

Thy brother's “ blood the thirſty earth bath drunk, 
Broach'd with the ſteely point of Clifford's lance : 
And in the very pangs of death he cry'd, 
(Like to a dilmal clangor heard from tar), 
Warwick, revenge; brother, revenge my death. 
So underneath the belly ot their ſteeds, 
That itain'd their fetlocks in his ſmoking blood, 
The Nobie Gentleman gave up the gholt. 

War, Then let the earth be drunken with our bloodz 
I'll k.'i my horſe, becauſe I will not fly; 
Why ſtand we like ort hearted women here, 
Wailing our loſſes, whiles the toe doth rage; 
And look upon as if the tragedy 
Were play d ia jeſt by counterfeiting actors? 
Here on my knee, I voy to God above, 
n never pauwie again, ver ſtand itill, 
Till either death u. od theſe eyes of mine, 
Ur Fortune given leature of revenge. 

Edw. O Wen i Uo vend my knee with thine, 


® It was not ii \i-rquis e: Montague who was flair in this battle, 
but a natural broit.cx of the Earl of Warwick, 
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And in this row do chain my ſoul with thine. 
And ere my knee ri'e from the earth's cold face, 
throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee, 
Thon ſetter up and plucker down of Kings! 

Be ſeeching thee, if with thy will it ſtands 

That to my toes this body mult be prey, 

Yet that thy brazen gates of heav'n may ope, 
And give ſweet paſſage to my finful ſoul !———- 
Now, Lords, take leave until we meet again, 
Where-e et it be, in heav'n or on earth. 


Rich. Brother, give me thy hand; and gentle War- 1 


Let me embrace thee in my weary arms: wick, 
that did never weep, now melt with woe, 
That winter ſhould cut off our ſpring- time ſo 
War. Away, away: once more, ſweet Lords, fare wel. 
Cia. Yet let us all together to our troops; 
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And give them leave to fly that will not tay, " 


And call them pillars that will ſtand to us; 
And if we thrive, promiſe them ſuch rewards, 
As victors wear at the Olympian games. 


This may plant courage in their quailing breaits, 4 


For yet is hope of life and victory; 
Fore-ſiow no longer, make we hence amain. { Exeu7z. 


Excurſions, Enter Richard and Clifford. 


Rich. Now, Clifford, I have ſingled thee alone; 
Suppoſe this arm is for the Duke of York, 
And this for Rutland, both bound to revenge, 
Wert thou inviron'd with a brazen wall. 

Clif. Now, Richard, I am with thee here alone. 
This is the hand that ſtabb'd thy father York, 
And this the hand that flew thy brother Rutland; 
And here's the heart that triumphs in their death, 
And cheers theſe hands that flew thy fire and brother, 
To exe-ute the like upon thyſelf ; 
And fo have at thee. 


They fight. Warwick enters, Clifford fir. 


Nich. Nay, Warwick, ſin gle out ſome other chace, 
For I myſelf will hunt this wolf to death. [Exeur?, 
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Sc. 6. Ring Henry VI, 119 


SCENE VI. Alarum. Enter King Henry alone, 


K. Henry. This battle fares like tothe morning's war, 
When dying clouds contend with growing light; 
What time the ſhepherd, blowing of his nails, 
Can neither call it perie& day nor night, 
Now iways it this way, like a mighty ſea 
Forc'd by the tide to combat with the wind ; { . 
Now ſways it that way, like the ſelſ- ſame ſea 
PForc'd to retire by tury of the wind. 
r- | Sometime the flood prevails, and then the wind; 
k, Nov one the better, then another bet ; 
Both tugging to be victors, brealt to breaſt, 
Vet neither conquercr nor conquered ; 
!, © $0 is the equal poite of this fell war. 
Here on this mole-hill will 1 fit me down: 
To whom God will, there be the victory 
For Margaret my Queea, and Clifford too, 
Have chid me from the battle, twearing both, 
They proſper beſt of all when 1 am thence. 
Would 1 were dead, if God's good will were ſo: 
For what is in this worli but grief and woe ? 
* © God! methinks it were a happy lite 
To be no better than a homely twain; 
* To lit upon a hill, as 1 do now, 
* To carve out dials queintly, point by poiat, 
© Thereby to fee the minutes how th-y run: 
* How many make the hour full compleat, 
How many hours bring about the day, 
How many days will twill vp the year, 
© How many years a mortal man may hve, 
len this is known, then to divide the time; 
So many hours mutt | rend my flock, 
« 
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er, So many hours mult I cake my rett, 
So many hou:s mult | contemplate, 
So many hours mult I ſport myſelf; 
So many days my ew» have been with young, 
do many weeks ere the poor fools will yean, 
So many months ere I thall ſheer the fleece: 
So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, and years; 
Palit over, to the end they were created, 
* Weuld bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 


120 The Third Part of © Act 2. 
Ah! what a life were this! how ſweet, how lovely ! 


Gives not the hawthorn-buſh a ſweeter hade 

To ſhepherds looking on their filly theep, 

Than doth a rich embroider'd canopy 

To Kings, that fear their ſubjeQs' treachery ? 

O yes, it doth; a thouſand-fold it doth, 

And, to conclude, the thepherd's homely curds, 
His cold thin drink out of his leathern bottle, 
His wonted ſleep under a treth tree's ſhade, 

All which ſecure and ſweetly he enjoys, 

Is far beyond a prince's delicates, 

His viands ſparkling in a golden cup, 

His body couche d in a curious hed, 

When care, miitruſt, and treaſons wait on him. 


$S CE NN E VOL 


Alarum. Enter a Son that had lil d his Father. 
Son. IIl blows the wind that profits no body. 


This man, whom hand to hand | flew in fight, 
May be poſſeſſed with ſome ſtore of crowns ; 
And I that haply take them fiom him now, 
May yet, ere night, yield both my life and them 
To ſome man elle, as this dead man to me, 
Who's this? oh God! it is my father's face, 
Whom in this confli& 1 un'wares have kill d. 
Oh heavy times, begetting ſuch events! 

From London by the King was | preis d forth; 
My father, being the Earl of Warwick's man, 
Came on the part of York, preſs'd by his maller; 
And I, who at his hands receiv'd my lite, 

Have by my hands of life bereaved him. 

ParJon me, God, I knew not what I did; 
And pardon, ſather, for 1 knew not the:. 

My tears ſhall wipe away theſe bloody marks : 


And no more words till they have flow d their fl, 


A. Henry. O piteous ſpectacle ? O bloody times! 
\\ hile lions war and battle {or their dens, 
Poor harmleis lambs abide their enmity. | 
Weep, wretched man, III aid thee tear for tear; 
And let our hearts and eyes, like civil war, 


Be blind with tears, and break o'ercharg'd with gric: 
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Sc. 7. King Henry VT. 121 


Enter a Father, bearing his for. 


Fath. Thou that fo ſtoutly haſt reſiited me, 
Give me thy gold, it chou haſt any gold: 
For I have bought it with an hunered blows, 
Fur let me fee, Is this our foe-man's face ? 
Ah, no, no, no, it is my only fon ! 
Ah, boy, it any life be left in thee, 
Throw up thine eyes; ſee, ſee, what ſhowers ariſe, 
Blown with the windy tempeſt of my heart 
Upon thy wourds, that kill mine eye and heart. 
O pity, God, this miſerable age ! 
W hat ſtratagems, how fell, how butcherly, 
Erroneous, mutincus, and unnatural, 
1 his deadly quarrel daily doth beget ! 
O boy ! thy tather gave thee lite too ſoon, 
And hath bereft thee of thy lite too late, 
A. Henry. Woe above woe, griet more than common 
riet ; | 
O that — death would ſtay theſe rueful deeds 
() pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity ! 
The red roſe and the white are on his face, 
The fatal colours of our ſtriving houſes. 
'I he one his purple blood right well reſembles, 
The other his pale cheek, methinks, preſenterth. 
Wither one rote, and let the other flouriſh ! 
It you contend, a thouſand lives mult u ither. 
Sen. How will my mother, tor a father's death, 
Take on with me, and ne'er be fatisfy's ! 
Fath. How will my wiſe, for ſlaughter ci my ſon, 
Shed ſeas ot tears, and ne'er be fatisty'd ! 
K. Henry. How will the country, for theſe woſul 
Miſ-think the King, and not be fatisfy'd! { chances, 
San. Was ever fon to ru'd a father's death 
Fath. Was ever father fo bemoan'd his fon ! 
K. Henry. Was ever King ſo griev'd for ſubjects woe 
Much is your forrow, mine ten times fo much. 
Son. III bear thee hence, where I may weep % fill. 
xit, 
Fath. Theſe arms of mine ſhall be thy winding ſheet, 
My heart, tweet boy, ſhall be thy ſepulchre.; 
For from my heart thize image ne er ſhall go, 
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My ſighing breaſt ſhall be thy funeral bell. 

And ſo oblequious will thy father be, 

Sad for the loſs of thee, having no more, 

As Priam was for all his valiant fons 

I'll bear thee hence, and let them fight that will ; 

For i have murther d where I ſhould not kill [ Ex. 
K. Henry. Sad-hearted men, much overgone with 

Here fits a King more woeful than you are, care, 


S CEN E VI. 


Alarum. Excurſions. Enter the Queen, Prince of 
Wales, and Exeter. 


Prince. Fly, father, fly; for all your friends are fled, 
And Warwick rages like a chafed bull : 
Away! for death doth hold us in purſuit. 
Nuecen, Mount you, my Lord, toward Berwick poſt 
amain. 
Edward and Richard, like a brace of greyhounds 
Having the fearful flying hare in fight, 
With fiery eyes ſparkling for very wrath, 
And bloody ſteel graſp'd in their ireful hands, 
Are at our backs; and therefore hence amain. 

Exe. Away; for vengeance comes along with them. 
Nay, ſtay not to expoltulate, make ſpeed ; 
Or elſe come after, I'll away before, 

K. Henry. Nay, take me with thee, good ſweet Exe - 
Not that I fear to ſtay, but love to go ſter, 
Whither the Queen intends. — away! [Exeunt. 


SCENE IX. A loud alarum. Enter Clifford wounded. 


Clif. Here burns my candle out; ay, here it dies, 
Which while it laſted, gave King Henry light. 
O Lancaſter ! I fear thy overthrow, 

More than my body's parting with my ſoul. 
My love and fear glew'd many friends to thee. Falling 
And now I fall, =y _ commixtures melt, 
Impairing Henry, gth'ning miſ proud York. 
The common le ſwarm like ſumm er · fles; 
( And whither fly the gnats, but to the ſun ? 
And who ſhines now, but Herry's enemies? 

O Phebus l hadſt thou never giv'n conſent 
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I hat Phaeton ſhould check thy fiery Reeds, 

Thy burning car had never ſcorch'd the earth: 
And, Henry, hadit thou ſway'd as Kings thould do, 
Or as thy father and his father did, 

Giving no ground unto the houſe of York, 

They never then had ſprung like ſummer flies. 

I and ten thouſand in this luckleis realm 

Had left no mourning widows for our death; 

And thou this day hadſt kept thy chair in peace, 
For what doth cheriſh weeds, bur gentle air? 

And what makes robbers bold, but too much lenity ? 
Footleſs are plaints, and cureleis are my wounds ; 


No way to fly, nor ſtren2th to hold out flight. 


The foe is mercileſs, and will not pity ; 
For at their hands I have deſerved no pity. 
The air hath got into my deadly wounds, 
And much eſſuſe of bloo l doth make me faint, 
Come, York, and Richard, Warwick, and the reſt; 
I tabb'd your fathers' boſons, ſplit my breaſt. 
[ He ſaints, 


Alarum, and retreat. Enter Edward, Warwick, Ri- 
chard, Montague, Clarence, and /old;ers. 


Edw =_ breathe we, Lords, good fortune bids us 
uſe, 
And 12 the frowns of war with peaceful looks. 
Some troops purſue the bloody-minded Queen, 
That led calm Henry, though he were a King, . 
As doth a fail fill'd with a tretting gult, 
Command an argoſie to ſtem the waves, 
But think you, Lords, that Clifford fled with them? 
Var. No; 'tis impoſſi le he thould eſcape : 
For though before his face I ſpeak the word, 
Your brother Richard mark d him for the giave ; 
And whereſoe er he is, he's ſurely dead. 
[Clifford grone:, 
Rich Whoſe ſoul is that which takes her heavy leave: 
A deadly groan, like life in death departing. 
See who it is 
Edw. And now the battle's ended, 
If friend or foe, let hin: be gently uſed. 
Rich. Revoke that doom of mercy, lor dis Clifford; 
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Who not contented that he lopp'd the branch, 

In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth, 

But ſet his murth'ring knife unto the root 

From whence that tender ſpray did ſweetly ſpring ; 
I mean our princely father Duke of York. 

Har From off the gates of York fetch down the head, 
Your father's head, which Clifford placed there : 
Inſtead whereof let his ſupply the room. 

Mea'ure for meaſure mult be anſwered - 

Ew bring forth that fatal ſcreech-owl to our houſe, 
Thar nothing tung but death to us and ours, 

Now death {hall ſtop his diſmal threat'ning ſound, 
And his ill-bodiag tongue no more (hall ſpeak. 

Har. 1 think his underſtanding is bereft, 

Speak, Clifford, dolt thou know who ſpeaks to thee ? 
Dark cloudy death o' erſhades his beams ot life, 
And he nor ſees nor hears us what we ſay. 

Rich. O would he did! and fo perhaps he doth, 
*Tis but his policy to counterfeit; 

Becauſe he would avoid ſuch bitter taunts, 
As in the time of death he gave our father, 

Cla. If ſo thou think'ſt, vex him with eager words, 

Rich. Ciifford, aſk mercy, and obtain no grace. 

Edw. Clifford, repent in bootleſs penitence, 

Mar. Clifford, deviſe excuſes for thy faults. 

Cla. While we devile fell tortures for thy faults, 7 

Rich. Thou didſt love York, and I am fon to York. 

Ew. Thou pitied'lt Rutland, I will pity thee, 
Cla. Where's Captain Margaret to {ence you now? 
War. They mock thee, Cliftord, ſwear as thou waf 
wont. | 
Rich. What, not an oath ! nay, then the world 
When Clifford cannot ſpare his friends an oath. [hard, 
know by that he's dead; and, by my ſoul, 
If this right hand would buy but two hours! life, 
That 1 in all deſpight might rail at him, 
This hand ſhould chop it off; and with the iſſuing blood 
St fle the villain, whote unſtaunched thirſt 
York and young Rutland could not ſatisſy. 
Ver. Ay, but hes cead. Off with the traitor's head, 
And rear it in the place your father's ftauds. 
And now to London with triumphant march, 


. 


e 
[ 
1 
/ 
8 
7 
1 
F 
Y 
F 
A 
1 
F 
A 
V 
R 
A 
Sl 


iſe, 


F 
f 
g 


Sc. 1. King Henry VI, 125 


There to be crowned England's Royal King : 
From whence ſhall Warwick cut the ſea to France, 
And atk the Lady Bona for thy Queen. 
So ſhalt thou ſinew both theſe lands together, 
And having France thy friend, thou ſhalt not dread 
The ſcatter d foe that hopes to riſe again: 
For though they cannot greatly ting to hurt, 
Yet look to have them buzz t'offend thine ears. 
Firſt will IL fee the coronation ; 
And then to Britany I'll cro!s the fea, 
T*effe& this marriage, ſo it pleaſe my Lord. 
Edw. Ev'n as thou wilt, ſweet Warwick, let it be 
For on thy ſhoulder do I build my feat : 
And never will 1 undertake the thing, 
Whereia thy counſel and content is wanting, 
Richard, I will create thee Duke of Glo'lter; 
And George, of Clarence; Warwick as durſelf 
Shall do and undo, as him pleaſeth beit. 
Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence; George, ct 
Glo'ſter ;- 
For Glo'lter's dukedom is too orainuus, 
ar. Tut, that's a foolith oblervation: 
Richard, be Duke of Glo'tter. Now to. London, 
To ice theſe honours in potion. [ Exenrt. 


F SG ENZ JI. 


A werd in Lancaſhire. 


Enter Sinklo au Humphry, with cr bots in eit 
hands. | 


Sink, 1 this thick-yrown brake we'll fl:roul 
[ | onrie.ves, | 

For through this laund anon the deer will come; 

And in this covert will we mike our Hand, 

Calling the principal of all the deer. 
Hum, I'll Ray above the hill, fo both may ſhoot, 
Sint '1 hat cannot be: the noile of thy croſs-buw 

Will ſcare the herd, and fo my ſhoot is loſt: 

Here ſtand we both, ard aim we at the bett. 

And, for the time {all not ſcem tedious, 
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Ill tell thee what befel me on a Cay, 
In this ſelf-· place where now we mean to ſtand, 
Hum. Here comes a man, let's ſtay till he be paſs'd. 


Enter King Henry, with a prayer-bock, 


A. Henry. From Scotland am I ſtol'n ev'n of pure 
To greet mine own land with my wiſhful fight. | love, 
No, Harry, Harry, tis no land of thine ; 

Thy place is fill'd, thy ſceptre wrung from thee ; 
hy balm waſh'd off wherewith thou waſt anointed. 
No bending knee will call thee Cæſar now, 

No humble ſuitors preſs to ſpeak for right: 

No, net a man comes for redreſs to thee ; 

For how can l help them, and not myſelf? 

Sixt. Ay here's a deer, whoſe ſkin's a keeper's fee : 
This is the gusrzd am King. let's ſeize upon him. 

A. Ferry. Let me embrace theſe four advet ſities; 
For wife men ſay it is the wiſeſt courſe. 

Hum. Why linger we? let us lay hands upon him. 

S.. Furbear a while, we'll hear a little more, 

K Henry, My Queen and ſon are gone io France for 
And. as i hear, the great commanding Warwick [ aid : 
I thither gore to crave the French King's ſiſter 
To wife for Edward, If this news be true, 

Poor Queen and fon ! your latvur is but loſt : 
For Warwick is a ſubtle orator ; 

414 Lewis a prince ſoon won with moving words. 
ky this accovr.t, then, Margaret may win him, 
For th2's a woman to be pitied much: 

Wer ſighs will make a batt'ry in his breaſt; 

Her tears will pierce into a marble heart; 

i he tyger will be mild while the doth mourn ; 
And Nero would be tainted with remorte, 

To hear and fee her plaints, her brinith tears, 
Ay, but ſhe's come to beg, Warwick to give: 
She on his leſt fide craving aid for Henry; 

He on his right aſking a wite for Edward, 

She weeps, and lays, her Henry is depos d; 

He ſtniles, and fays, his Edward is initall d; 

i hat ſhe, poor wretch, for grief can ſpeak no more! 
While warwick tells his title, ſmooths the wrong, 
Iuterreth arguruents of mighty ſtrength, 
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And in concluſion wins the King from her, 
Wich promiſe of his filter, and whit elte, 
To ſtrengthen and ſupport King Edward's jlce, 
0 Marg": et, thus 'twiil be; and thon, poor fou!, 
Art then forſaken, as thou went'lt forlorn. 
Ham. Say, what art thou that talk" of Kings and 
Queens! 

A. Henry. More than I ſeem, and leſs than l was 
A man at leait, for leſs 1 thoul! not be; [born to; 
And men may talk of Kings, and why not 1? 

Hum. Ay, but thou talk'it as it thou wert a King. 

K. Henry. Why, fo 1 am in mind, and that's enough. 

Hum. But if thou be a king, where is thy crown: 

K. Henry. My crown is ia my heart, not cn my head: 
Not deck'd with dia nonds aud indian tones ; 
ot to be ſeen : my crown is can Content 

A crown it is that leldom Kings enjoy, g 

Ham, Well, if you be a Kin crown'd with Content, 

Your crown Content and yo't "mult be contented 
To go along with us. For, as we thiak, 

You are the King, King Edward bath depos'd : 
aud we his ſubjcas, worn in all a! Nepiance, 

Will apprehend you as his ene ny. 

K Henry. But did you never twear, ard break an oath ? 
Hum. No, never luch an oith, nor will not now. 
X [lenry. Wheie did you dwell when 1 was King of 

En! and ? 

Hum. Here in this country where we now remain. 

K. Henry. | was anoiried King at nine 1wonths old, 
My tather and my grandlather were Kings; 

And you were ſworn true ſubjects unto me: 
And telt ne then, have youu not broke your oaths ? 

Sink No, we were wbjects but while you were King. 

K. Henry. Why, am i dead? Jo 1 not breathe a man 2 
Ah, limple men, you know rot what you iwear. 
Look, as I blow this feither from my (ace, 

And as the air blows it ong gain, 
Obzying with my wind waca 1 do blow, 
Aud y.ciding to 4.0thzer war it blows, 


Commanded by The greater ont ; 
Such is tac 16h cs of yu co. nnen men. 
But do ui oiguk your onths, loc of that ſin 
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My mild inrrenty ſhall not make yeu guilty, 
fon Wiere 701 will, the Ning {h 41| be commanded 7 
ee: Kings, command, and 1'll obey, 
Me ure u ue ſuhjects tothe King, King Edward. 
. Henry. So would you be again to Henry, 
I he were ſeated as King Edward is, 
3:4, Wecharge you in God's name, and in the King's, 
16 go with us unto the officers. 
K. 2 In God's name lead, your King's name be 
obey'd; 
Ard what God will, that let your King perform; 
And what he will, 1 huaibly yield unto. [ Exeunt» 


SCENE II. Changes to the palace. 


Eater King Edward, Gloucelter, Clarence, and Lad, 
Gray. | 


X. Edu. Brother of Glo'ſter, at St Alban's fie id 
This la-y's huſband, Sir John Gray“, was flain, 
His land then feiz'd on by the conqueror : 
Her ſuit is now to repoſſeis thoſe lands; 
Which we in juſtice can not well deny; 
Becauſe, in quarrel of the houſe of York, 
The worthy gentlemaa did Joſe his lite. 
le. Your Highneſs ſhall do well to grant her ſuit : 
It were dithonour to deny it her. 
X Edw. It were no leis; but yet I'll make a pauſe. 
Glo. Yea! is it io? 
1 fee the la hath a thing to grant 
Eelore the King will grant her humble ſuit. 
Car. tie knows the game; bow true he keeps the 
Glo. Sileace [ wind 
K. Edx». Widow, we will conſider of your ſuit, 
And come iome other time to know our mind. 
Gray. Ric ht gracicus Lord, 1 cannvt brook delay, 
May't pleaſe your Hig hnets to relolve me now 
And what your pleaſure is th i 'atisly me. 
Glo. Ay, vi owl then 1 It warrant yeu all your lands, 
An' f what pleaies hun hall plea ure you: 
Fight cloſer, or, good faith, you'll catch a blow. 


* Vid. Hall, 34 year of Ew. IV. {is 5. It was hitherto fal. 
iy printed] Richard, Mr Pepe. 
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Clar. I fear her not, unleſs ſhe chance to fall. 

Glo. God forbid that! for he'll take vantages. 

K. Edw. How many children haſt thou, widow ? 
tell me. 

Clar, 1 think he means to beg a child of her. 

Glo, Nay, whip me then: he'll rather give her two. 

Cray. Three, my molt gracions Lord. 

G12, You ſhall have four, if you'll be rul'd by him. 

K. Gn. 'T were pity they thonld loſe their father's 
ands. 

Gray. Be pityful, dread Lord, and grant'em then, 

K. Edu. Lords, give us leave; I'll try this widow s wit. 

Glo. — goud leave have you, for you will have 

ave, . 


Till youth take leave, and leave you to the crutch. 


XK. Edw. Now, tell me, Madam, do you love your 
children ? 

Gray. Ay, full as dearly as I love myſelf. 

K. Edw. on would you not do much to do them 
oo 

*. To do them good 1 would ſuſtain ſome harm, 

K. Edw. Then get your huſband's lands to do them 
ood < 


Gray. Therefore I came unto your Majeſty. 

K. Edu. III tell you how thei: lands are to be got. 

Cray. do thail you bind me to your Highneſs ſervice. 

K. Edu. M hat ſet vice wilt thou vo me if 1 give them? 

Gray. What you command that reſts in me to do. 

K. Eaw, But you will take exceptions to my boon, 

Gray. No, gracious Lois, except I cannot vo it, 

R. Edo Ay, but chou cant do what I mean toaſk, 

Gra. Why, then I will do what your Grace com- 
mands. 

G12. He plies ber hard, an! much rain wears the 
marble. 

Clar. As red as fire! nay, then her wax muſt melt. 

Gray. Why itops wy Lord! tuall I not ler my tatk? 

XK. dw. Ar ealy talk, tis but to love « King, 

Cra, | Lat's lon perturm'd, becauic 1 am « ſubje ct. 

A. . Why then, thy huſband's lands 1 freely 
give thee, 
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Gray, I take my leave with many thonſind thanks. I k 
Glo. The match is made, the ſeals it with a curt iy. Anc 
K. Edw, But Ray thee, tis the fruits of love I mean, þ 
Gray. The fruits of love l mean, my loving Liege. G 


K. Edu. Ay, but l fear me in another ſenſe. 
What love think'ſt thou 1 ſue fo much to get? 
Gray. My love till death, my humble thanks, my 


prayers ; Th 

That love which virtne begs, and virtne grants, | An. 
K. Edu. No, by my truth, I did not mean ſuch love 1 
Gray. Why then you mean not as I thought you did. $ - 
K. Edw. But now you partly may perceive my mind, Aa 
Gray. My mind will never grant what I perceive C 
Your Highneſs aims at, it [ aim aright. | C 
X. Edw, To tell thee plain, I aim to lie with thee, 7 4 


Graz. To tell you plain, Id rather he in priſon. 
K. Edw, Why then, thou ſhalt not have thy huſband's ö 
lands. 

Gray. Why then, mine honeſty {hall be my dower; : ( 
For by that loſs 1 will not purchaſe them. ; 4 

K. Edw. Therein thou wrovg'it thy children mightily, ( 

Gray. Herein your Highneis wrongs both them and 4 
Put, mighty Lord, this merry inchoation [ me- 5 ( 
Accords not with the ſadneſs of my ſuit ; . 4 
Pleaſe you diſmiſs ce, or with Ay or NO. = He 

X Edu. Ay, it thou wilt ſay Ay to my requeit; ; 
No, it thou doſt ſay No to my demand. 

Gray, Then, No, my Lord, my fait is at an end. 


„ m 


Cle. The widow kes him not, ſhe knits her bi cus. S An 
Clar He is the blu teſt wooer in Chriſtendom. 1 | 
R. Edu. Her locks dn argue her replete wich modeſty, Ss Ar 
Her words do thew her wit 1incomparale, 6 -: 
All he: perf. ious challenge .overeiguty ; = W 


One way other ſlie is for a King; 
And the i|-11! be my love, or eſte my Queen. 
Say that King Edward take het for his Queen ? 
Gray. Lis better ta:d than done, my gracious Lord; 
I am a tabjeR fit to jeſt withal, 
But far unut to be as verergn. 
A. Edu Sweet wivow, by my ſlate 1 frear to thee, 
I ſp-ak no more thin whot my ſou; niteacs ; 
And that is, to enjoy thee tor my love. 
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Gray. And that is more than | will yield unto : 
1 know 1 am too mean to be your Queen, 
And yet too good to be your concubine. 
X. Edu. You cavil widow ; I did mean my Queen. 
Gray. *Twill grieve your Grace my ſons {ſhould call 
you father. 
K. 'Edw, No more than when my daughters call thee 
mother, ; 
Thon art a widow, and thou haſt ſome children ; 
And, by God's mother, I, being but a batchelor, 
Have other ſome : why, tis a happy thing 
To be the father uato many ſons. 
Anſwer no more, for thou thalt be my Queen. 
Glo. The ghoſtly father now hath done his ſhriſt. 
Car. When he was made a ſhriver, twas for ſhift, 
K. _ Brothers, you mule what chat we two have 
ha 


Clo. Il be widow likes it not, for ſhe looks ſad. 

K. Edw. You'd think it ſtrange it 1 ſhould marry her. 

Clar. To whom, my Lord ? 

X. Ed Why, Clarence, to myſelf. 

Ce. That would be ten days wonder at the leaſt. 

Clar. That's a day longer than 4 wonder laſts, 

Glo By ſo much is the wonder in extremes 

X. Edw. Well, jeſt on, brothers; | can tell you both, 
er ſuit is granted for her buſb:nd's lands, 


Enter a Nobleman. 


oh. My gracious Lord, Henry your foe is taken, 
And brought your pritoner to your palace gate. 
K. Edw. See that he be convey d unto the Lower: 
and go we, brothers, to the man that tock hun, 
To queition of his appreheriion, 
Widow, go you along: Lords, uſe her honourably. 
[ Excunt. 


SCENUBE MIL Manet Glouceiter, 


Cle. Ay Fdwart will uſe women honourably, 
Would he were wilted, marrow, bones, an ail, 
That from his loins go hopetul branch may ipriogs 
To crots me from the golden time I look tor, 

And yet between my toul's defire and me, 
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(The laſtful Edward's title buried), 

Is Clarence, Henry, and his ſon young Edward; 
And all the unlook'd for iſſue of their bo.lies, 

To take their roms ere I can place myſelf. 

A cold Premediration for my purpoſe ! 

Why, then 1 do but dream on ſov reignty, 

Like one that tands upon a promontory, 

And ſpies a far-off ſhore where he would tread, 
Wiſhing his foot were equal with his eye, 

And chides the fea that ſunders him from thence, 
Saying he'll lade it dry to have his way. 

So do I with, the crown be ug fo far off, 

And fo I chi de the means that keep me from it ; 
And ſo (I ſay) I'll cut the cauſes off, 

Flatt'ring my mind with things impeſſible. 

My eye's too quick, my heart o'erweens too much, 
Unleſs my hand and ſtrength could equal rhem. 
Well, ſay there is no kiagJom then for Richard: 
What other pleaſure can the world afford? 

I'll make my heaven in a lady's lap, 

Aud deck my body in gay oraaments, 


And witch ſweet ladies with my words and looks. 


Oh miſerable thought ! and more unlikely, 
Than to a:complith twenty golden crowns. 
Why, Love foriwore me in my mother's womb ; 
And for I ſhould not deal in her foit laws, 

She did corrupt frail Nature with ſome bribe 

To ſheivk mine arm up like a wither” thoud,. 
To make an envious mountain on my Hack, 
Where fits Det>rmity to mock mv body; 

To ſh pe my legs of an unequal fize, 

To diſproportion me in every p:rt : 

Like to a chaos, cr unlick'd b2ir-whelp, 

That carries no impreſſion like the dam. 

And am I then a man io be beloy'd ? 

Oh. monſtrous fault, to harbour ſuch a thought 
Then fince this earth afſor s no joy to me, 

But to command, to check, to o'erbear ſuch 

As are of better perſon than myielf; 

I'll make my heav'n to dream upon the crown: 
And, while I live, Caccount this world but hell, 


Until the head this miſ-ſhag'd trunk doch bear. 
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Be round impaled with a glorious crown, 

And yet } kuow not how to get the crown, 

For many lives ltand between me and home: 

And 1 (like one Joſt in a thorny wood, 

That rends the thorns, and is rent with the thorns. 
Seeking a way, and itraying from the way, 

Not knowing how to find the open air, 

But toiling deſp'rately to find it out) 

Torment myſelf to catch the Englith crown, 

And from that torment 1 will tree myſelt, 

Or hew my way out with a blocdy ax. 

Why, I can ſmile, and murther while I ſmile; 

And cry, Content, to that which grieves my heart; 
And wet my cheeks with artificiai tears, 

And frame my face to all occallons: 

In drown more lailors than the mermaid ſhall, 

Pll ſlay more g:azers than the baſibſk, 

III play the orator as well as Nettor, 

Deceive more lily than Uli ſſes could, 

And, like a Sinon, take another 'T'roy : 

I can add colours ev'n to the cameleon; 

Change ſhapes with Proteus, for advantages ; 

And fer th' aſpiring Catiline to ſchool. 

Can 1 do this, and cannot get a crown ? 

Tut, were it farther off, 1'll pluck it down. [ Ext, 


COCEMNSE. IT, Changes to France. 


F leurifh, Enter King Lewis, Lady Bona, Bourbon, Ed- 
ward Prince of Wales, Queen Margaret, and the 
Carl of Oxtord. Lewis jits and riſeth up again, 


K. Icu. Fair Qrcen of Fngland, worthy Margaret, 
Sit down with us; it ul befirs thy tate 


And birth, that thou ſhuula'tt ſtand while Lewis ſits. 


Queen, No, mighty King of France : now \;argaret 
Ault rike her fail, and learn a while to ſer ve, 
Where Kings command, I was, I muſt confeſs, 
Great Aibion's Queen in {ormer golden days : 
but now miſchance hath trode ry title down, 
And with diſhonour laid me on the ground ; 
Where 1 muſt take Ike leut unte my to tune, 
And to my humble feat conform viyfelt. 


Wo 
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K. Lew. Why, ſay, fair Queen, whence ſprings 
this deep deſpair ? 


9-2en, From ſuch a cauſe as fills mine eyes with tears, 


An. itops my tongue, while my heart's drown'd in cares, 
K. Lew. Whate er it be, be thou ſtill like thyteif, 
And fit thee by our file. Yield not thy neck 
[ Seats her by him, 
To Fortune's yoke, but let thy dauntleis mind 
Still ride in triumph over all miſchance. 
Be plain, Queen Margaret, and tell thy grief; 
It thall be eas'd, if France can yield relief, 
Qucen. Thoſe gracious words revive my drooping 
thoughts, 
And give my tongue-ty'd ſorrows leave to ſpeak, 
Now therefore be it knowa to Noble Lewis, 
That Henry, ſole poll-flor of my love, 
Is, of a King, become a baniſh'd man, 
And forc'd to live in Scotland a forlorn ; 
While proud ambitious Edward Duke of York, 
Uſurps the regal title and the ſeat | 
Of England's true anointed lawful King. 
This is the cauſe that 1, poor Margaret, 
With this my ion Prince Edward, Henry's heir, 
Am come to crave thy juit and lawful aid: 
And if chou fail us, all our hope is done. 
Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help: 
Our people and our peers are both m ſled. 
Our treature ſeiz d, our ſoldiers put to flight, 
And, as thou ſeeſt, ourſelves, in heavy plight. 
K. Lew. Renowned Queen, with patience calm the 
ſtorm, 
While we bethink a means to break it off. 
Queen. The more we ſtay, the ſtronger grows our foe. 
X. Lew. The more | ſtay, the more I ll ſuccour thee. 
Queen. O, but impatience waiting, rues to inorrow ; 
And ſee where comes the breeder ot my ſorrow. 


FS Y-Y-V, Enter Warwick. 


K. Lew. What's he approacheth boldly to our pre- 
| lence ? 

Queen. Our Earl of Warwick, Edward's greateſt 
triend. 
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X. Lew. Welcome, brave Warwick: what hrings 
thee to France ? [He de, cen . She ariſcib. 
Qucen. Ay, now begins a ſecon! ! Rorm to rite; 
For This is he that moves both wind an ti e. 
lar. From worthy Edward, King of Aon, 
My Lord and Sov're:pn, and thy - friend, 
| come (in kindn ei- an unfeigned love) 
Firit to do greetings to thy royal perſon; 
And then 8 erave a league ot am ty; 
Aud, leitly, to confirm that amity 
Wich nuptial knot, if thou vouchfaſe to grant 
That virtnous Lady Bona, thy fair filter, 
To England's Kin, in lewtul marriage. 
Dreen It that 20 forward, Henry s hope is done! 
Har. And, gracious Cn, in our king's behalf, 


Lea ten 7 10 Bona. 


| am commanded, with your leave and De. 


Hambly to kiis yonr hend; and with my tongue 

To tell the p-. fin of my Sor ceign's heart ; 

Where {ame late ent” ring at his heedſul ears, 

Hath plac'd thy bezutz's image and thy virtne's. 
DPrueen, King Lewis, and Lady Bona, near me ipeak, 

Ben: ne you anſwer Warwick, His demand 

Springs not irom Edward's well- meant bonefl love, 

But from de eit bred by neceſſity : 

For how can tyrants fafely gove:n home, 

Enleſs 4hroad they purchate great alliance? 

To prove him tyrant, ths reatfon m y ſuſtice, 

That Henry liveth still; but were he dead, 

Yet here Prince E:iward fl nds, King Henry's fon. 

Look therefore, Lewis, that by this league and marciz: :ge 

Thou draw not on thy danger and dith-nour : 

For tho” uſurpers ſway the rule a while, 

Yet beav'ns are juſt, and time ſuppreficth wroags. 
War. injurious Margaret! 
Prince. And wu) not Queen? 

li ar. Beciite thy father Henry did afarp, 

And thou no more art Prince than {he is Queen. 

% Then Warwick difannuls great John of Gaunt, 

V/ hich did ſubdue the ;reatcit part of 5pain ; 

Ani after John of Gaunr, Henry the Fourth, 

V.hoſe wildom es 4 inirronr to the wWiſell; 


Vor. V. M 
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And aſter that wiſe prince, Henry the Fiſth, 
Who by his proxeſs conquered all France. 
From theſe our Henry lineally deſcends. * 

Ilar. Oxford. how haps it, in this ſmooth diſcourſe, 
You told not, how Henry the Sixth hath loſt 
All that which Henry the Fifth had gotten ? 
Methinks theſe Peers of France ſhould imile at that, 
Burt for the reſt, you tell a pedigree 
Of threeſcore and two years, a filly time 
To make preſcription for a kingdom's worth. 

O. Why, Warwick, canſt thou ſpeak againſt thy 
M hom thou obeyedſt thirty and fix years, [ Liege, 
And rot bewray thy treaſon with a bluſh ? 

War. Can Oxford that did ever fence the right, 
Now buckler falſchoo.] with a pedigree ? 

For ſhame, leave Henry, and call Edward King. 

OV. Call him my King, by whoſe injurious docm 
My elder brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere, 

Was done to death? and more than fo, my father, 
Even in the downſal of his mellow'd years, 
When nature brought him to the door of death? 
No, Warwick, no; while life upholds this arm, 
This arm upholds the houſe ot Lancaſter, 

Mar. And I the houſe of York. 

K. Lew Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, and Lor: 
Vouchſafe at our requeſt to ſtand aſide, O Oxford, 
While I uſe farther conference with Warwick. 

Queen. Heav'ns grant that Warwick's words bewitch 

him not ! [They fland al::f. 

X. Lew. Now, Warwick, tell me even upon thy 
conſcience, 

Is Edward your true King? for I were loth 

To link with him that were not lawful choſen, 

War. 't here:n I pawn my credit and mine honour. 

XK. Lew. But is he gracious in the people's eyes? 

Mar. The more that Henry was unfortunate. 

R. Lew, Then further: all diſſembling ſet aſide, 
Tell me for truth the meaſure of his love 
Unto our filter Bona. 

Mar. Such it ſeems 
As may beſeem a Monarch like himſelf, 
Myſelt have often heard him ſay and ſwear, 
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That this his love was an eternal plant, 

Whereof the root was fix d in vu tue's ground, 
The leaves and fruit maintain'd with beauty's ſun; 
Fxempt from envy, but not from diſdain, 

Unle!s the Lady Bona quit his pain. 

XA. Lew Now, filter, let us hear your firm reſolve, 
Bona. Your grant, or your denial, ſhall be mine. 
Yee l confeſs, that often ere this day, {Speaks te War, 
When 1 have heard your King's deſert recounted, 

Mine ear hath tempted judgment to deſire. 

XK Lew. Then, Warwick, this: Our filter ſhall be 
And now forthwith ſhall articles be drawn [Edward's. 
1 ouchinz the jointure that your King muit make, 
Which with her dowry thall be counterpois'd. 

Di near, Queen Margaret, and be a witneſs, 
ht Bona ſhalt be wife to th' Englith King. 

Prince. To Edward, but not to the Engliſh King, 

Pucen. Deceitful Warwick, it was thy device 
By this alliance to make void my ſuit; 

Before thy coming, Lewis was Henry's friend, 

K. Lew. And ſtill is friend to him and Margaret, 

But if your title to the crown be weak, 

As may appear by Edward's good ſacceis, 
then 'tis but reaſon, that I be reieas'd 
From giving aid, which late I promiſed, 

Yet ſhail yon have all kindneſs at my hand, 
hat your ellate requires, and mine can yield. 

War. Henry now lives in Scotland at his eaiz, 
V. here having nothing, nothing can he looſe. 
And as for you yourlelf, our gzon lam Queeu, 
Yon have a father able to maintain you; 

And better 'twere you troubled him than France. 

D..cen, Peace, impudent and ſhameleſs Warwick, 
Proud ſetter up and puller down of Kings! [peace ! 
| will not hence, till wita my talk and tears 
hoth fall of truth) 1 make Ning Lewis behold 
Thy fly curveyauce “, and thy Lord's falſe love. 

[ Pojr, blowing a born willi. 
For both of you are birds of ſelſ- ſame feather, 
K. Lew, Warwick, this is ſiome poſt to us or thee. 


* By convey:uce is here meant the art of a jugaler, tricks of le · 
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SCENE .. o Pa A 
| A 
Pct. My Lord Ambaſſidor, theſe letters we for you, 
[70 Warwick. A 
gent from your brother, Marquis Montague. | A 
i.cie from ovr Ning uilo your Majeity, 
[ 72 King Lewis, T 
And, Madam, theſe for you; from wicm 1 kuow tot. == 
[Ts the Qucen They all read their letlers. | II 
. Vhike it well, that our tuir Queen and millrets 13 
Stiles at her news, wh.le Warwick truwns at his. 1 
Princes. Nay, mark how Lewis amps as he were A1 
Ll hope alls for the elt. [ neitled, | Hu 
N. Lew Warn k, what are thy news? and your's, Fe 
fe'r 2 n? Gr 
en Vine inch as fils my heart with unhop'd joys. | 
J. ar. ne full oft orrow and heart's dilcontent. Bu 
A. Lew. Wat! has your King warry d the Lady 
An n , 'o looth your torgery and his, [ Gray ? EUs 


Men's mea paper to peiluace ite petience ? 

Is this n' oViince that he tecks with France ? 

Dar: te þ nein e to ſcorn us in this manner ? 
nc „id your Wajchy as much before, | TI 

Ibis prove th Edward's love and Warwick s honelly. s.- 
Ii” yan King Lewis, I here proceit in fight of heav's, | 

And by the hoe 1 have of teav'nly bliis, 


at am clear from this mitceed of Edward's : Ar 
No mere ty Ring; tor be duhosours me; Tl 
But 2 dim ſkit, Md he could ice his ome. | Te 
d! forget, that by the Houic of York Tl 


Ny father Cale untinely to his death? 
Inlet Pats th* abute done to my mice 92 
1nd I umpale him with the rezal crown ? | 


Lid put Herry from his native right? Ar 
and am l gucrdun'd at the last vith thame ? 
dhlame on bimiclt, for my delert is honour ! An 
And to repair my honour loit jor him, = Th 
1 here renounce him, end return to Henry. 
N My noble Quren, let ſoruer grudges pals, = Th 
' And hencelor ch I am thy true le: vitor : | = 


* Vhom King EA ward attempted in the Earl of War w_ heuſe, ! An 
ld. | Au 
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| will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona, 
And replant Henry in his former ſtate. 

Qucen. Warwick, theſe words have tura'd my hate to 
Aud I forgive and quite forget old faults, [ love, 
And joy that thou becom'ſt King Henry's friend. 

ar. So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned friend, 
That if King Lewis vouchſafe to turniſh us 
With ſome few bands of choſen ſoldiers, 

I'll undertake to land them on our coaſt, 

And force the tyrant from his feat by war. 

lis not his new-made bride thall ſuccour him. 
And, as for Clarence, as my letters tell me, 
He's very likely now to fall trom him, 

ior matching more for wanton ſuſt than honour, 
Ur than for ttrength and ſatety of our country. 

Beua. Dear brother, how ſhall Bona be reveng'd, 
But by thy help to this diltrefled Queen? 

Queen. Renowned prince, how ſhall poor Henry live, 
Unleis thou reſcue him from foul deſpair ? 

Bona. My quarrel, an i this Engliſh Queen's, are one. 

Ii ar. And mine, fair Lady Bona, joins with your's, 

X. Leu. And mine with her's, and thine, and Mar- 
Theretore at laſt 1 firmly am teſol vd Lgaret's. 
You thall have aid. 

Queen. Let me give humble thanks for all at once. 

K. Lew, Then, England's meſſenger, return in poſt, 
And tell falſe Edward, thy ſuppoſed King. 

That Lewis of France is ſending over malkers, 
To revel it wich him and his new bride. 
Thou ſeeit what's paſt, go fear thy King withal. 

Zona. Tell him, in hope he'll prove a widower ſhortly, 
I wear the willow garland tor his fake. 

Queen. Tell him, my mourning-weeds are laid aſide, 
And I am ready to put armour on. 

War. Tell him from me, that he hath do- me wrong; 
And therefore I'll uncrowa him ere't be long. 
There's thy reward, be gone. [Exit Poſt, 

K. Lew. But, Warwick, 

Thyſelt and Oxford with ſive thouſand men 

Shall croſs the ſeas, and bid falſe Edward battle: 
And, as occaſion ſerves, this Noble Queen 

Aud Prince thall follow with a freth ſupply. 
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Yet ere thon go, but anſwer me one doubt: 
What pledge hive we of thy firm loyalty ? 

Ji ur. Ihis hill affire my conitant loyalty, 
That ei our Queen and this young Prince agree, 
Vit join my younger daughter and my joy 
To him forthwith, in holy we lock's bands. 

Deer. les | agree, and thank you tur your motion, 
Son Edward, ſhe is fair and virtuous ; 

Therefore delay not, g've thy hand to Warwick, 
and, with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable, 
That only Warwick's daughter ſhall be thine. 

Prince. Yes, I accept her, for ſhe well deterves it: 
And here to pledge my vow, I give my hand. 

[He gives his hand te Warwick. 

KR. Lewis. Why ſtay we now? thele ſold:ers ſhall be 
And thou, Lord Bourbon, our liigh Admiral, [ levy d, 
Shalt waft them over with our royal fleet. 
| long till Edward fall by war's miſchance, 

For mocking marriage with a Dame of France. 

[Exeunt. Manet Warwick. 

War. I came from Edward as Ambaſſador, 

But | return his [worn and mortal foe: 

Matter of marriage was the charge he gave me, 

But dreadful war ſhall anſwer his demand. 

Had he none elle to make a ſtale but me? 

Then none but I thall turn his jeit to ſorrow. 

was the chief that rais'd him to the crown, 

And Ill be chief to bring him down again: 

Not that | pity Henry's miſery, 

But ſeck revenge on Edward's mockery, [ Exit, 


. SS CEN Eb 


The Palace in England. 
Enter Glouceſter, Clarence, Somertct, and Montague. 


Gl. OW tell me, brother Clarence, what think 
; 
4 you 

Of this new marriage with the Lady Gray ? 

Ht: not our brother nade a wo: iny choice? 


Clar. Alas! you know tis tar 179.4 hence to France, 


* - — 8 _— 4 
— ed + dc _ 


ww 2 


wy 


it, 


2. 


e ds bes... 


Sc. 1. Arg Henry vl. 141 


How could he ſtay till Warwick made return ? 
Som. My Lords, torbear this talk: heie comes the 
King. 


Flauriſb. Enter King Edward, Lady Gray as Qucen, 
Pembroke, Stzflori, a Haitings : /our aud en one 
fede, and four on the ati er. 


Cle. And his well choſen bride, 

Clar. I mind to tell him plainly what I think. 

R. Edw. Now, brother Clarence, how like you our 
That you ſtand penſive, as halt-malecontent ? { choice, 

Clar. As well as Lewis of France, or th' Earl of 

Warwick, l 
Which are to weak of courage, and in judgment, 
That they'll take no offence at our abule. 

A. Edu. Suppoſe they take offence without a cauſe. 
They are but Lewis and Warwick, and 1 am Edv erd, 
Your King and Wacwick's, and mult have wy will. 

Glo. And you ſha!l have your will, becauſe our King. 
Yet haſty marriage ſeldom proveth well. 

K. Edw. Yea, brother Richard, are you offended too? 

Glo. ot !; no: God torvid that i ſhould with 
Them ſevered whom God hath jo.n'd together: 

Pity ro ſunder them that yoke io well. 

X. Edau. Setting your ſcorns and your miſlike aſide, 
Tell me tome reaton, why the Lady Gray 
Should not become my wife, and Englands Queen? 
Aud you too, Somerict and Montague, 

Spe... f cely what you think, 

Clar, Then this is wy opinion, that King Lewis 
Becomes yuur enemy tor mecking him 
About the marriage oi the Lady Bons. 

Cie. And Warwick, doing what you gave in charge, 
Is now diſhoncured by this new marriage. 

K aw. What it both Lewis and Warwick be ap- 
By ieh invention 4s | can deviſe? [ peas'd, 

£t;nt. Vet to have join'd with France in ſuch airance, 
Wonld more have itrengthen'd this our con.monweelth, 
Galt foreign ſtorms, than any home ored marris 70. 

ia. Why, keows not Moatague, that oi itſe it 
En {ind is ſafe, 1 trne within itlelt:? 
Ment. Yes; but the later when tis back d with France, 
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HP. 'Tis better uſing France, than truſting France. 
Le! n+ be back'd with God, and with tlie teas, 

Which he hath given for tence impregnable, 
And with their helps alone detend ourſelves: 
In them, and in ourſelves, our fafety lies 

Clar. For this one ſpeech, Lord Haſtings well Ceſerve: 
To have the hcic of the Lord Hungerford, 

A. Et» Ay, what of that? it was my will and grant, 
And fer this once my will ſhall ſtand for law. 

Gl, And yet methinks your Grace hath not done 
To give the heir and daughter of Lord Scales [well 
Unto the brother of your loving bride. 

She better would have fitred me, or Clarence ; 
But in your bride you bury brotherhood, 

Clar. Or elſe you would not have beſtow'd the heir 
Of the Lord Bonvill on your new wite's ſon, 

And leave your brothers to go ſpeed elſewhere. 

K Ev, Alas, poor Clarence ! is it for a wiſe 
That thou art malecontent? I will provide thee, 

Cla;. In chuſing for yourſelf, you ſhew'd your judg- 
Which being ſhallow, you ſhall give me leave [ ment; 
To play the broker in mine own behalf ; 

And to that ead I ſhortly mind to leave you. 

K. Edæv. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be King, 
And nat be ty'd unto his brother's will. 

Queen. My Lords, before it pleas'd his Majeſty 
To raiſe my (tate to title of a Queen, 

Do me but right, an? you mult all confeſs 

Taat 1 was not ignoble of deicent ; 

And meancr than myielt have had like fortune, 
But as this title honours we and mine, 

So your diſlikes, to whom 1 would be pleaſing, 
Do cloud my joys with danger and with forrow, 

K. Ed. iy love. torbear to fawn upon their frowns. 

M hat danger or what forrow can betal thee, 

So long as Edward is thy cur.itant friend, 

And their true Sovereign, whom they muſt obey ? 
Nay, whom they ſhall obey, and love thee too, 
Unlcis they ſcek for hatred at my hands: 

Which it they do, yet will 1 keep thee ſafe; 

And they thll teel the vengeance of my wrath, 


C. I hear, yet {ay uot much, but think the more, 
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- $CENES u. Enter a Pat. 


AX. Edu. Now, Meſſenger, what letters or what 

news from France? 

Pf. My Sovereign Liege, no letters, and few words; 
Zut uch as (without your ſpecial parcon) 

Dare not relate, 

A. Edw. Go to, we pardon thee. 
so tell their words as near a» thou canſt gueſs them, 
What anſwer makes King Lewis to our letters? 

Pot At my depurt, theie were his very words: 
Go tell ſalte * ard, thy ſuppoſed Ning. 
T hat Lewis of France is lending over malkers 
To revel it with him aud his new bride. 

K. Edw, Is Lewis fo brave? beiike he thinks me 
Put what ſaid Lady Bona to wy marriage? [ iency, 

Fei. Theſe were her words, utter d with mild dudain: 
Tell him, in hope he'll prove a widower ſhortly, 

Fl! wear the wiilow garland for his fake. 

N. Edw. I blame not her, {he could lay little leſs; 
She had the wrong. But what ſaid Henry's Queen ? 
For to I heard that the wes there in place. 

1%. Tell him, (quoth ſhe), my mouining- werds are 
And i am trendy to put armour on. [ done, 

IN. Edw, Belike tie means to play the Amazon, 

But what ſaid Warwick to thete injuries ? 

1200 He, wore incens d againit your Majeſty 

han all the rei, diſcharg'd me with thete words : 
Jell him from ne, that he hath done me wrong; 

And cherefore I || u,] on hun eie tt be long. 

A. Eda. Ha! du the traitor breathe out ſo proud 
Weil, L will ario me, being thus forewarn'd, { words? 
They thall have wars, aud pay for their preſumption, 
But lay, is Werwick friends with Margaret ? 

Pet. ay, gractuus Sov 'teign, they re 40 lick'd in 

frienCitip, 
That young Prince Edward marries War wick's daughter. 
iar. Belike the your ger; Clarence will h. ve the 
Row, brother King, tare wel, and fit you fait; [Celder. 
For | will hence to Warwick es other daughter; 
hat though 1 want a kingdom, yet in Mari iage 
i may net prove interior to youriclt, 
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You that love me and Warwick, follow me. 
[Exit Clarence and Somerſet /ol/2<vs. 
Co. Not I: my thoughts aim at a further matter. 
I ſtay not for the love of =: dward, but the crown [de. 
K. Eau. Clarence and Someriet both gone to Mar- 
Yet am Il arm'd aga:nſt the werlt can happen; [wick ? 
And haſte is needful in this deſp'rate caſe, 
Pembroke and Stafford, you in our behalf 
Go levy inen, and make prepare for war. 
They are alrea..y, or will ſoon be landed. 
Myfelf in perſon will ſtraight follow you. 
[Exeunt pembroke and Stafford, 
But ere 1 go, Haſtings and Montag ue, 
Relolve my doubt : you twain, of all the reſt, 
Are near to Warwick by blood and by alliance: 
Teil me, if you love Warwick more than me? 
If it be fo, then both depart to him, 
rather wiſh you foes, than hollow iriende. 
But if you mind to hold your true obedience, 
Give me aſſurance with ſome friendly vow, 
That I may never have you in ſuſpect. 
Mont. So God belp Montague, as he proves true! 
Haſt. And Haſtings, as he [avours Edward's cavie | 
XK. Ew. Now, brother Ri: hard will you ſtand by us? 
Cle. Ay, in defpite of all that ſhall withitand you- 
A. Edw, Why lo, then am I ſure of victory. 
1: w therefore let us hence, and loſe no hour, 
1 we meet Warwick with his foreign power. [Exe. 


SCENE II. In Warwick ire. 
Enter Warwick ard Oxford, ith French dier. 


Mar. Truſt me, my Lord, all hitherto goes well; 


The common people iwarm by numbers to us. 


Exter Clarence and Somerſet. 


Bnt ſee where Somerſet and Clarence come: 
Spe k tuddenly, my Lords, are we all friends? 
Car. Ferr not that my Lord. 
Ii Then gentle Clarence, welcome unto Warwi.k; 
And welcome, Someriet. I hold it cowardice 
To reit miltrulttul, where à noble heart 
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Hath pawn'd an open hand in ſign of love; 
Elie might I think, that Clarence, Ealward's brother, 
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings. 
But welcome, friend, my daughter ſhall Ve thine, 
and now what reſts, but in night's coverture, 
Thy brother being careleſely incamp'd, 
His ſoldiers lurking in the towns about, 
And but attended by a ſimple guard, 
We may ſurpriſe and take him at our pleaſure ? 
Our ſcouts have found th'adventure very eaſy : 
That as Ulyſſes and ſtout Diomede 
With flerght and manhood ſtole to Rhe ſus' tents, 
And brought from thence the Thracian fatal ſteeds; 
So we, well cover'd with the night's black mintle, 
At unawares may beat down Edward's guard, 
And ſeize himſelf. I ſay not, fliaghter him: 
For I iatend but only to ſurpriſe him. 
You that will follow me to this attempt, 
4 pplaud the name of Heury with your leader, 

[They all cry H ! 
Why then, let's on cur way in ſilent fort, fa 
For Warwick and his friends, God and St George 

[ Excunt, 


EE RE. IV. 
Enter the IWatchmen to guard the King's tent. 


1 Watch. Come on, my maſters, each man take his 
The King by this as ſet him down to fleep, [ ſtand: 

2 Wat bh. \\ hat, will he not to bed? 

1 Watch. Why, no; for he hath made a folemn vow, 
Never to lie and take his natural reſt, 
Till Warwick or himſelf be quite ſuppreſs'd. 

2 Hatch. To-morrow then belike {hall be the day, 
If Warwick be fo near as men report. 

2 Watch Bur ſay, I pray, what Nobleman is that 
That with the King here reſteth in his tent? 

1 Watch, "Tis the Lord Haltiags, the King's chiefeſt 

friend. 

2 Watch. O, is it ſo? but why commands the King, 
That his chief followers lodge in towns abuut bim, 
While he hiaiſelf keeps here in the cold fiel ! 


* 
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2 Ilatch, Tis the more honour, becauſe the more 
dangerous, 
3 Watch. Ay, but zive me worſhip and quietneſs ; 
I like it better than a dang'rous honour. 
If Warwick knew in what eitate he ſtands, 
*Fis to be donbted he would waken him. 
1 IFatch, Unleſs our halberds did ſhut up his paſſive, 
2 Iatch. Ay; wherefore ele guard we this royal 
But to defend his per ſon from night-toes ? tent, 


Euter Warwick, Clarence, Oxſord, Somerſet, and French 
gel tiers, filent all. 


War. This is his tent; and ſee where ſtarde his 
Courage, my maſters : honour now, or never! | guard, 
But follow me, and Edward (hall be ours. 

1 — eb. M ho goes there? 

2 Huleb. Stay. or thou dieſt. 


[ Varwick and the reſt cry all. Warwick ! Warwick ! 
and fot upon the gira fly, crying Arms! arms! 
Wa wick and the reſt following them. 


The drum beating, and trumpets ſounding. 


Enter Warwick, Somerſet. and the reft, bringing the 
King cut in a gun, fitting ina chair; Glouceiter and 
Haltings Hing over the ſtage. 


Sem. What are they that fly there? 
Mar. Richard and Haltings ; let them go, here i: 
the Duke. 
XK. Edw. The Duke! why Warwick, when we 
Thou call dſt me King, [ parted, 
War. Ay, but the caſe is alter'd, 
When you diſgrac'd me in my ambaſſade, 
Then 1 dezraded you from being King; 
And come now to create you Duke ot York, 
Alas! how ſhould you govern any kingdom, 
That know not how to uſe ambaſſidors, 
Nor how to be contented] with one wiſe, 
Nor how to ute your brothers brotheriy, 
Nor how to ſtudy for the peoples weltare, 
Nor how to ſhroud yourſelf tron enemies? 
A. Edu. Brother of Clarence, and art thou here too 
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Nay, then I ſee that Edward needs muſt down. 
Yet, Warwick, in deſpight of all miſchance, 
Of thee thyſelf, and all thy complices. 
Edward will always bear himſclt as King. 
Though Fortune s malice overthrow my ſtate, 
My mind exceeds the compals of her wheel. 
War. Then, for his mind, be Edward England's 
King; [ Takes off bis crown. 
But Henry now ſhall wear the Englith crown, 
And be true King indeed ; thou but a ſhadow, 
My Lord of Somerſet, at my requeſt, 
See that torthwith Duke Edward be convey'd 
Unto my brother, Archbiſhop of York. 
When I have fought with Pembroke and his fellows, 
I'll follow you, and tell you what reply 
Lewis and Lady Bona ſent to him. 
Now for a while farewel, good Duke of York. 
K. Edw. What fates impoſe, that men muſt needs 
It boots not to reſiſt both wind and tide. [abide : 
[Exit King k.dward led out forcibly. 
Ox. What now remains, my Lords, for us to do, 
But march to London with our ſoldiers ? 
War. Ay, that s the firſt thing that we have to do, 
To free King Henry from impriſonment, 
And ſee him ſeated in the regal throne. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE V. Die palace. 
Enter Rivers and the Queen. 


Riv. Madam, what makes you in this ſudden change? 
Ducen. Why, brother Rivers, are you yet to learn, 
What late misfortune has betall'n King Edward? 

Riv. What ! loſs of ſome pitch'd battle againſt War- 

wick ? 
Pucen. No, but the loſs of his own royal perſon. 
Riv. Then is my Sovereign lain. 
Auen. Ay, almoſt ſlain, for he is taken priſoner ; 
Either betray d by falſehood of his guard, 
Or by his foe ſurpris'd at unawares; 
And, as I further have to underſtand, 
13 now committed to the Biſhop of York, 
Fell Warwick's brother, and by that our ſo:. 
| N 
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Riv. Theſe news, I muſt confeſs, are ſull of grief ; 

Yet, gracious Madam, bear it as you may ; 

Warwick may loſe, that now hath won the Cay, 
Qucen. Till then fair hope mult hinder life's decay, 

And I the rather wean me from deſpair, 

For love of Edward's offspring in my womb, | N 

This is't that makes me bridle in my paſſion, 

And bear with mildneſs my misfortune's croſs. 

Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a tear, v 

And flop the riſing of blood - ſucking ſighs, | 

Leſt with my ſighs or tears I blaſt or — 

King Edward s iruit, true heir to th'Engliſh crown. 
Riv. But, Madam, where is Warwick then become ? 
Queen. | am in form d that be comest'wards London, 

To ſet the crown once more on Henry's head. 

Gueſs thou the reſt, King Edward's friends muſt down, 

Bat to prevent the t's violence, 

(For trult not him once hath broken faith), | 

I'll hence forthwith unto the ſanctuary, | 

To fave at leaſt the heir of Edward's right. ; 

There ſhall I reſt ſecure from force and fraud. ] 

Come therefore, let us fly while. we may fly; 

If Warwick take us, we are ſure to die, F{Excurt. An, 


SCR-n-R Vw 
A park near Middleham-cafile in Yorkſhire. 
Enter Glouceſter, Lord Haſtings, and Sir William 
Stanley 


'Gh. Now, my Lord Haſtipgs, and Sir William Stan 
* off to wonder why 1 drew you hither, (ley, 
to the chiefeſt thicket of the park. 
Thus ſtands the caſe : You know our King my brother, 
Is pris'ner to the Biſhop, 3 
He hath good uſage and great liberty; 
And . dut attended with weak uard, . 
Comes hunting this way to diſport himielf. 
1 have advertis'd him by ſecret means, 
That if about this hour he makes this way, 
Under the colour of his utual game, N. 
He ſhall here find his friends with horſe and men, 
To ſet him free from his captivity. 
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Enter King Edward, and a Huntſman with him. 
Hunt. This way, my Lord, for this way lies the 
ame, 
K. Ek. Nay, this way, man; ſ:e where the huat(- 
men ſtand. 
Now, brother Glo ſter, Haſtings, and the reſt, 
Stand you thus cloſe to ſteal the Bithop's deer? 
Gl». Brother, the time and caſe requireth haſte, 
Yonr horſe ſtan is ready here at the park-corner. 
K. Edu But whither {hill we then? 
Haft. To Lynn, my Lord, 
And (hip from thence to FlanJers. 
Glo Well guels'd, believe me, for that was my 
meaning. 

X. Edu. Stanley, I will requite thy forwardneſs. 
Glo. But wherefore Ray we? tis ao time to talk, 
X. Edw. Huntſman, what ſay ſt thou; wilt thou go 

along ? | 
Hunt. Better do ſo, than tarry and be hang'd. 
Glo. Come then away, let's ha no more ado. 
K. Edw. Biſhop, farewel ; ſhield thee from War- 
wick's frown, 
And pray that I may repoſleſs the crown, LExeunt. 


SCENE VII. Changes to the Tower in London. 


Enter King Henry, Clarence, Warwick, Somerſet, young 
Richmond, Oxford, Moatague, and Lieutenant of the 


Tower. 


K. Henry, Mr Lieutenant, now that God and friends 
ive ſhaken Edward from the regal ſear, 
And turn'd my captive ſtate to Liberty, 
My fexr to hope, my forrows unto joys, 
At our calargement, what are thy due fees ? 

Lieut. Subjects may challenge nothiag of their ſove- 
Bat if an humble prayer may prevail, [reign ; 
chen crave pardon of your Majeſty. 1 8 
K Henry. For what, Lieutenant? for well uſingme? 

Nay, be thou ſare, I'll well requice thy kindneſs ; * 

For that it made my impriſonmeat a pleaſure ; 

&;, ſuch a pleaſure as incazed birds 
N 2 
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Conceive, when after many moody thoughts, 
At laſt, by notes of houſehold-harmony, 
They quite forget their loſs of liberty. 
But, Warwick, after God, thou ſett'ſt me free, 
And chiefly therefore I thank Cod and thee. 
He was the author, thou the inſtrument. 
Therefore that I may conquer Fortune's ſpight, 
By living low, where Fortune cannot hurt me, 
And that the people of this bleſſed land 
May not be puniſh'd with my thwarting ſtars, 
Warwick, although my head ſtill wear the crown, 
I here reſign my government to thee, 
For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 
Mar. Your Grace has till been fam'd for virtuous, 
And now may ſeem as wiſe as virtuous, 
By ſpying and avoiding Fortune's malice ; 
For tew men rightly temper with the ſtars ; 
Let in this one thing let me blame your Grace, 
For chufing me, when Clarence is in place. 
Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the ſway, 
To whom the heav'ns in thy nativity 
Adju''g'd an olive branch and laurel crown, 
As likely to be bleſs'd in peace and war; 
And theretore | yield thee my free conſent. 
War And I chuſe Clarence only for Protector. 
K. Henry Warwick and Clarence, give me both 
your hands ; 
Now join your hands, and with your hands your hearts, 
That no diſſen ſion hinder governmeut. 
I make yon both Protectors of this land, 
While | myſelf will kead a private life ; 
And in devotion ſperd my latter days, 
To lin's rebuke and my Creator's praiſe. 
War. What aniwers Clarence to his Sovereign's will! 
Clar. That he conſents, if Warwick yield conſent; 
For on ti y fortune I repoſe myſelf. 
War. Why then, though loth, yet muſt I be content : 
We'll yoke together, ke a double ſhadow 
To f. enry's body. and upply his place; S, 
I mean in bearing weight ot government, 
While he enjoys the honour, and his eaſe. 
And, Clarence, now then it is more than needful, 
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* Forth with that Edward be pronounc'd a traitor, 
And all his lands and goods confiſcated. 
Clar. What elſe? and that ſucceſſion be determin'd. 
War. Ay, therein Clarence ſhall not want his part. 
EK. Henry. But with the firſt of all our chief affairs, 
Let me intreat, for I command no more, 
That Margaret your Queen, and my fon Edward, 
Be ſent for, to return from France with ſpeed, 
For till I ſee them here, by doubtful fear 
My joy of liberty is half eclips'd. 
Clar. It ſhalt be done, my Sovereign, with all ſpeed. 
K. Henry. My Lord of Somerſet, what youth is that 
Of whom you ſecm to have fo tender care ? | 
Som. My Liege, it is young Henry, Earl of Richmond. 
5, k. Henry. Come hither England's hope: if ſecret 
powers [ Lays his hand on his head. 
Suggeſt but truth to my divining thoughts, 
This pretty lad will prove our country's bliſs. 
His looks are full of peaceful majeſty, 
His head by nature fram'd to wear a crown, 
T1 His hand to wield a ſceptre, and himſelf 
Likely in time to bleſs a regal throne. 
Make much of him, my Lords ; for this is he 
Maſt help you more than you are hurt by me. 


* 


Enter a Poft. 
oth IWar. What news, my friend ? 
Poft. That Edward is eſcaped from your brother, 
* And fled, as he bears ſince, to Burgundy. 


War Unſavoury news; Soy wan, vey IM ? 
Pe He was — Ay by Richard Duke of Glo'ſter, 
And the Lord Haſtings, who _— 
Re TIED os 
And trom the Biſhop's huntſmen 2 2 
For hunting was his daily exerciſe. 
War. My brother was too careleſs of his charge. 
But let us hence, my Sov'reign, to provide 
A ſalve for any ſore that may betide. [ Exeunt, 
Manet Somerſet. Richmond, and Oxford. | 
Som. My Lord, I like not of this flight of Edward's: 


For, doubuleſs, Burgundy _ — help, 
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And we ſhall have more wars before't be long. 
As Henry's lte preſaging prophecy 
D d glad my heart with hope of this young Richmond; 
So doth my heart mitgive me, in theſe conflicts 
Mit win befal him, to his harm and ours. 
Therefore, Lord Oxtord, to prevent the worſt, 
For: thwith we'll ſend him hence te Britany, 
Till forms be paſt of civil enmity. 
Oxf. Ay; tor if Edward repoſſeſs the crown, 
*Tis like that Richmond with the reſt ſhall down. 
Sem. It ſhall be fo ; he ſhill to hritany. 
Come therefore, let's about it ſpeedily. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VIII. Changes to York. 
Enter King dward, Glouceſter, Haſtings, and Soldiers. 


K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, Haſtings, and the 
Yet thus far Fortune maketh us amend: ; [relt, 
And ſays, hat once more | ſhall interchange 
My wai:.e. ſtate tor Henry's regal crown. 

Well nave we paſs d, and now r-pats'd the ſeas, 
And | rought 'efired help from Burgundy. 
What then remains, we being thus arriv'd 
From Raven'purg, before the gates of York, 
But that we enter as into our dukedom ? 

Glo. The gates made fait ! brother, 1 like not this. 
For many men that ſtumble at the thieſhold, 

Are well foretold that danger lurks within, 

X. Edw lulhl man, aboadments mult not now at- 
By fair or foul means we muſt enter in, [fright us: 
For hither will our triends repair to us. 

Hat My Liege, II knock once more to ſummon 

them 


Enter on the walls the Mayor of York, and his brethren. 


. Mayer My Lords, we were forewarned of your 

And thut the gates fer ſafety of ourſelves; [ coming, 
For now we owe allegiance unto Henry. 

X. E dw. But, Maſter Mayor, if tienry be your King, 
Yet Edward at the leaſt 1» Duke of York. 

Mayor, True, my good Lord, 1 kyow you for no lels. 


nt. 
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K. Edw. Why, and 1 challenge nothing but my duke- 
As being well content with that alone. [ dom, 

Glo. But when the fox has once got in his noſe, 
He'll ſoon find means to make the body follow [ 4/ide. 

Haft. M hy. Maſter Mayor, why ſtand you in a doubt? 
Open the gates, we are King Heury's friends, 

Mayer. Ay, fay you fo? the gates ſhall then be 

open'd, [He deſcends. 

C A wiſe ſtout captain, and perſuaded foon ! 

Haſt The good old man would fain that all were well, 
So *twere not long of him; but being enter d, 
doubt not, I, but we ſhall ſoon perſuade 
Both him and all his brothers unto reaſon, 


Enter the Mayer, and two Aldermen, 
X. Edu. So Malter Mayor; theſe gates muſt not be 


But in the night, or in the time ot war. [ſhur 
What? fear not. man; but yield me up the keys; 
[ Takes bis keys. 


For Fdward wi!l defend the town and thee, 
And all thole friends that deign to follow me. 


March. Enter Montgomery. with Drum and Soldiers, 


Glo. Brother this is Sir John Montgomery, 
Our truſty riend, urlei I be deceiv'd. 
K. Edw. Welcome, Sir John; but why come you 
in arms ? 
Mont. To help King Edward in his time of ſtorm, 
As every loyal . ul ject ought to co. | 
K Edu. Thai ks, good Moritgom'ry : but we now 
Our title to the crown, and only claim [ torget 
Our cuketom, tiil God pleate to fend the reſt. 
Mont Thea tare you well: for 1 will hence again 
I came to ſerve a King, ard non a Duke 
Drummer, ſtrike up, and let us march away, 
[ The drum begins a march, 
X Edv. Nay, ſtay, Sir John, a while; and we'll de- 
By wh at fe mears the crown may be recover d. | bate, 
Ment Whit t.'k you of deiating? in few words, 
If „% leo here proclaig yourſelf our King, 
I'll ſeave you to your fortuue, and be gone 
To keep them back that come to ſuccour you, 
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Why ſhall we fight, if you pretend no title ? 
Glo. Why brother, wherefore ſtand you on nice 
points ? 
. Edw. When we grow Rronger, then we'll make 
our claim: 
ill then 'tis wiſdom to conceal our meaning. 
Haft. Away with ſcrupulous wit, now arms muſt rule. 
Gl. And fearlets minds climb fooneſt unto crowns, 
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand; 
J he bruit thereot will bring you many friends. 
X. Edv. Then be it as you will; for 'tis my right, 
And tfleary but uſurps the diadem. 
Mont. Ay, now my Sov reign ſpeaketh like himfelf : 


Act 4. 


And now will 1 be Edward's champion. 


Hoff. Sound trumpet, Edward ſhall be here proclaim'd: 
Come, fellow-ſoldier, make thou proclamation. 
[ Flouri/hh. 
Sold. Edward the Fourth, by the grace of God, King 
of England, and France, and Lord of Ireland, &c 
Mont. and whoſoe'er gainſays King Edward's right, 
By this I challenge him to fiagle fight. 
[Throws down his gauntlet. 
All. Long live Edward the Fourth ! | 
X. Edw. Thanks, brave Montgomery; and thanks 
If fortune ſerve me, I'll requite this kindneſs. [to all. 
Now, for this night, let's harbour here in Vork: 
And when the morning ſun ſhi?! raiſe his car 
Above the border of this horizon, 
We'll forward towards Warwick, and his mates 
For well 1 wot that Henry is no ſoldier. 
Ah, troward Clarence, evil «t beſeems thee 
To flatter Henry, and forſake thy brother ! 
Yet as we may, we'll meet both thee and Warwick. 
Come on, brave ſoldiers, doubt not of the day; 


And, that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IX. Changes again to London. 


Enter King Henry, Exeter, Warwick, Montague, Cla* 
reuce, Oxford, and Somerſet. 


War. What counſel, Lords? Edward from Belgia, 
With haſly Germans, and blunt Hollanders, 


| Hath paſs'd in ſafety through the narrow ſeas, 
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And with his troops doth march amain to London, 
And many giddy people flock to him. 
K Henry. Let's levy men, and beat him back again. 
Clar. A little fire is quickly trodden out, 
Which being ſuffer d, rivers cannot quench. 
Var. In Warwickſhire I have true-hearted friends, 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war, 
Thoſe will I muſter up; and thou, fon Clarence, 
Shalrt ſtir in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in Kent, 
The knights and gentlemen to come with thee. 
Thou, brother Montague, in Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Leiceſterſhire thalt find 
Men well inclin'd to hear what thou command'ſt. 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well-belov'd, 
1:: Oxfordſhire ſhalt muſter up thy friends. 
My Sov'reign, with the loving citizens, 
(Like to his iſland girt with th' ocean, 
Or modeſt Dian eircled with her nymphs), 
Shall reſt in London till we come to him. 
Fair Lords, take leave, and ſtand not to reply. 
Farewel, my Sovereign. 
K. 13 Farewel, my Hector, and my Troy's true 
ope. 
Clar lu fign of truth, I kiſs your Highneſs' hand. 
X. Henry. Well-minded Clarence. be thou fortunate ! 
Mont. Comfort, my Lord, and ſo I take my leave. 
Oxf. And thus I ſeal my truth, and bid adieu. 
K. Henry. Sweet Oxford, and my loving Montague, 
And all at once, once more a happy farewe!. 
War Farewel, ſweet Lords; let's meet at Coventry. 
[ Exeurt., 
X. Henry. Here at the palace will I reſt a while. 
Couſin ot Exeter, what thinks your Lordlh'p ? 
Methinks the power that Edward hath ia field, 
Should not be able to encounter mine. 
Exe, The doubt is, that he will ſeduce the reſt. 
K Henry. That's not my fear, my deed hath got me 
* | have not ſtopt mine ears to their demands, fame: 
Nor poſted off their ſuits with flow delays ; 
* My pity hath been balm to healm their wounds,“ 
My mildueſs bath allay'd their ſwelling griefs, 
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My mercy dry'd their water - flowing tears. 
I have not been deſirous of their wealth, 
Nor much oppreſs d them with great ſubſidies, 
Nor forward of revenge, though they much err'd. 
Then why ſhould they love Edward more than me ? 
No, Exeter, theſe graces challenge grace: 
And when the lion fans upon the lamb, 
The lamb will never ceaſe to follow him. 
[ Shout within. A Lancaſter! a Lancaſter ! 
Exe. Hark, hark. my Lord, what ſhouts are theſe ? 


Enter King Edward, Glouceſter, &c. with Soldiers: 


X Edu. Seize on the ſhame-fac'd Henry, bear him 
And once again proclaim us King of England [ hence, 
You are the fount that makes ſmall to flow; 
Now ſtops thy ſprings, my ſea {hill fuck them dry, 
And ſwell ſo much the higher, by their ebb. 
Hence with him to the Tow'r, let him not ſpeak. 

[Ex. with King Henry, 

And, Lords, to Coventry bend we our courſe, 
Where peremptory Warwick now remains, 
The ſun ſhines hot; and if we uſe delay, 
Cold biting winter mars our hop'd for hay. 

Cle. Away betimes, before his forces join; 
And take the great-grown traitor unawares : 
Brave warriors, m irchamain towards Coventry. Exeurt. 


a Er. SCRWRELI 
Before the town of Coventry. 


Enter War wick, the Mayer of Coventry, two Meſſenger: 
and others, upon the walls. — 


5. that came from valiant 
: Oxford — 
How far hence is thy Lord, mine honeſt fellow ? 
1 Meſ. By this at Dunſmore, marching hither ward, 
IWar. How far off is our brother Montague ? 
Where is the poſt that came from Montague? 
2 Ma. By this at Daintry, with a puiſſant troop. 


_— 
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Enter Somerville. 


Mar. Say, Somerville, what ſays my loving ſon ? 
And by thy gueſs how nigh is Clarence now ? 

Somerv. At Southam | did leave bim with his forces, 
And do expect him here ſome two hours hence. 

War. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his drum: 

Somerv, It is not his, my Lord; here Southam lies: 
Thedrum your Honour hears, marcheth from Warwick. 

War. Who ſhould that be? belikeunlook'd-for friends. 

Somerv. They are at hand, and you ſhall quickly 


March. Flourifh. Enter King Edward, Glouceſter, 
and Soldiers. 


K. Eqdw. Go, trumpet, to the walls, and ſound aparley. 

Gls. See how the ſurly Warwick mans the wall. 

War. Oh, unbid ſpight! is ſportful Edward come: 
Where ſlept our ſcouts, or how are they ſeduc'd, 
That we could hear no news of his repair ? 

K. Edw. Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope the city- 


tes, 
Speak _ . words, and humbly bend thy knee, 
Call Edward King, and at his hands beg mercy ? 
And he ſhall pardon thee theſe outrages. 
ar. Nay, rather wilt thou draw thy forces hence, 
Conſeſs who ſet thee up and pluck'd thee down, 
Call Warwick patron, and be penitent? 
And thou ſhalt till remain the Duke of York. 
Glo. I thought at leaſt he wou'd have faid the King ; 
Or did he make the jeſt againſt his will? | 
War, Is not a dukedom, Sir, a goodly gift ? 
Glo. Ay, by my faith, for a poor Earl to give: 
I'll do thee ſervice for ſo good a gift. 
War. 'T was I that gave the kingdom to thy brother. 
K. Edw. Why, then tis mine, if but by Warwick's 
ift. | 
Yer. "Thou art no Aries for fo great 8 weight : 
And, weakling ! Warwick takes his gift again; 
And Henry is my King, Warwick his ſubjeR. 
K. Edw. But Warwick's King is Edward's priſoner : 
And, gallant Warwick, do but anſwer this, 


828 The Third Part of 


What is the body when the head is off ? 
Glo. Alas! that Warwick had no more fore-caſt, 
But while be thought to ſteal the fingle ten, 
The King was fl:ly finger'd from the deck. 
You left poor Henry at the Biſhop's palace, 


AQ 5+ 


And ten to one you'll meet him in the Tower. © 
KX. Eqdw., Tis even fo, yet you are Warwick ſtill. V 
G4. Come, Warwick, take the time, kneel down, * 
kneel down: Ce 


Nay, when? ſtrike now, or elſe the iron cools. 
War. I'd rather chop this hand off at a blow, 

And with the other fling it at thy face, 

Than bear ſo low a fail to ſtrike to thee. 
X. Edw. Sail how thou canſt, have wind and tide 

thy friend, 

This hand, faſt wound about thy coal black hair, 

Shall, while thy head is warm and new cut off, 

Write in the duſt this ſentence with thy blood, 

Wind-changing Warwick now can change no more. 


SCENE II. Enter Oxford, with drum and colour,. 


War. O chearful colours! ſez where Oxford comes. 
Oxf. Oxford ! Oxford! for Lancaſter ! 
Glo. The gates are open, let us enter too- 
K. Edu · So other foes may ſet upon our backs. 
Stand we in good array ; for they, no doubt, 
Will iſſue out again, and bid us battle; 
If not, the city being of ſmall defence, 
We'll quickly rouſe traitors in the ſame? 
War. O, welcome, Oxford ! for we want thy help. 


Enter Montague, with drum and colours. 


Mont Montague! Montague ! for Lancaſter. 

Glo, Thou, and thy brother both, ſhall buy this treaſon 
Ev'n with the deareſt blood your bodies bear. 

K. Edw. The harder match'd, the greater victory; 
My mind preſageth happy gain and conqueſt. 


Enter Somerſet, with drum and colours. 


Som. Somerſet ! Somerſet ! for Lancaſter. 
C Two of thy name, both Dukes of Somerſet, 
Hare ſold their lives unto the houſe of Tork; 


5 


ours. 
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And thou ſhalt be the third, if this ſword hold. 


Enter Clarence, with drum aud colours. 


War. And lo, where George of Clarence ſweeps a- 
of force enough to bid his brother battle: [ long, 
With whom an vpright zeal to right prevails 
More than the nature of a brother's love. 

Come, Clarence, come ; thou wilt if Warwick call, 

LV parley is ſounded ; Richard and Clarerce whiſper 

together ; and then Clarence tates his red roſe out 
of his hat, and throws it at Warwick. 

Clar, Father of Warwick, know you what this means? 
Look here, | throw my intamy at thee. 
| will not ruinate my father's houſe, 

(Who gave his blood to lime the ſtones together), 
And ſet up Lancaſter, Why, trow'it thou, Warwick, 
That Clarence is fo harſh, fo blunt, unnatural, 

To bend the fatal inſtruments of war 

Againſt his brother, and his lawtul King? 

Perhaps thou wilt object my holy oath : 

To keep that oath were more impiety, 

Than Jephtha's when he facrific'd his daughter. 
am ſo ſorry for my treſpaſs made, 

That, to deſerve well at my brother's hands, 

| here proclaim myiclt thy mortal toe ; 

With reſolution, whereſoe er I meet thee, 

(45s I will meet thee if thou ſtir abroad), 

To plague thee for thy foul miſlea ling me, 

And fo, proud-hearted Warwick, [| defy thee, 

And to my brother turn my bluſhing cheeks. 
Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends : 

And, Richard, do not frown upon my taults ; 

For 1 will henceforth be no more unconſtant. 

K. Edw. Now welcome more, and ten times more 
Than if thou never hadit deſerv'd our hate. [belov'd, 
Gl, Welcome, good Clarence, this is brother-like, 

War. O paſling traitor, perjur'd and unjuit ! 

K. Edw. What, Warwick, wilt chou leave the town 

and fight? 
Or ſhall we beat the ſtones about thine ears? 

War. Alas, I am not coop'd here for defence; 
| will away towards Barnet preſently. 


Vor. v. 0 
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And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou dar'ſt. 
A. Edw, Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, and leads 
the way. 
Lords, to the field; St George and victory! [Exenunt, 
[ March. Warwick and lis company follow, 


1 
SCENE III. A feld of battle near Barnet. 


Alarum and excurſions. Enter Edward, bringing forth 
Warwick wounded. 


X Ed. So, Fe thou there: die thou, and die cur 
For Warwick was a bug that ſcar'd us all. [fear ; 
Now, Montague, ft fall, 1 ſeek for thee, 

That Warwick's bones may keepthine company. [ Ex, 

Mar. Ah, who is nigh? come to me, friend, or toe, 
And tell me who is victor, York, cr Warwick ? 

M hy aſk I that? my mangled body ſhews, 

My blood, my want of ſtrength, my fick heart ſhews, 
That I muſt yield my body to the earth, 

And, by my fall, the conqueſt to my toe, 

Thus yields the cedar to the ax's edge, 

M hoſe arms gave ſhelter to the princely eagle; 


Under whoſe ſhade the ramping lion ſlept, 


Whoſe top branch overpeer d Jove's ſpreading tree, 
And kept low ſhrubs from winter's powerful wind. 
Theſe eyes that rc are dimm'd with death's black vcil, 
Have been as piercing as the mid-day fun, 

To ſearch the ſecret treaſons ot the world. 

The wrinkles in my brow, now fill'd with blood, 
Were lik ned oft to kingly ſepuichres : 

For who liv'd King, but 1 could dig his grave ? 

And who durſt ſmile when Warw:ck bent his brow ? 
Lo! now my glory ſmear d in duſt and blood, 

My parks, my walks, my manors that 1 had, 

Even row forſake me; and cf all my lands 

Is nothing leit me but my body's length. 

Why, what is powp, rule, reign, but earth ard duſt ? 
And live we how we can, yet die we muſt. 


Enter Oxſord and 5omerſet, 


Com. Ah! Warwick, Warwick, wert thou as we are, 
We might recover all our loſs again: 


e 
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The Queen from France hath brought a puiſſint pow” 1; 

Even now we heard the news. Ah, cou'dit thou fly! 
War. Why, then 1 would not ay —Ah, Montague, 

Tf thou be there, ſweet brother, take my hand, 

And with thy lips keep in my foul a while. 

Thou lov'it me not; for, brother, if thou didſt, 

Thy tears would waſh this cold conpeiled blood, 

That glews my lips. and will not let me ſpeak, 

Come quickly, Montague, or I am dead. 
Som. Ah, Warwick, Montague hath breath'd his laſt, 

And to the lateſt gaſp cry d out for Warwick: 

And faid, Commend me to my valiant brother. 

And more he would have ſaid, and more he ſpoke, 

Which ſounded like a clamour in a vault, 

That might not be diitiaguiſh'd ; but at laſt 

I well might hear deliver'd with a groan, 

O, farewel, Warwick 
Mar. Sweetly reſt his ſoul! 

Fly, Lords, and fave yourſelves; for Warwick bids 

You all farewel, to meet again in heaven. [ Dies. | 
OV. Away, _ to meet the Queen's great power. 1 

[They bear away his body and excunt. 


S CEN E Iv. 
Changes to another part of tis field. 


Flauri B. Enter King Edward is triumph, with Glow | 
ceſter, Clarence, and the rc. 


R. Edu. Thus ſar our fortune keeps an upward courſe» 
And we are grac'd with wreaths of victory. 
But, in the midſt of this bright-thining Cay, 
L ſpy a black, ſuſpicious, tareat'ning cloud, 
That will encounter wirh our glorious fun, | 
Ere he attain his eaſctul weſtera bed: 
| mean, my Lords, thoſe powers that the Queen 
Hach rais'd in Gallia, have arriv'd our coait, 
And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 
Clar. A little gale will ſoon diſperſe that cloud, 
And blow it ro the fource from whence it came. 
Thy very beams will dry choſe vapours up; 
For every cloud ingenders not a ſtorm. 


Glo. The Queen is valued thirty thouſand ſtrong, 
O 2 
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And Somerſet, with Oxford, fled to her. 
If ſhe hath time to breathe, be well aſſur'd, 
Her ſaction will be full as ſtrong as ours. 

A. Edo. We are avvertis'd by our loving friends, 
That they do hold their courſe tow'rd Tewkſbury, 
e having now the beſt at Barnet field, 

Will thither H aight; for willingneſs rids way: 

And as we march, our ſtrength will be augmented 

In every county as we go along: 

Strike up the drum, cry, Courage ! and away. [ Exeurt. 


SCENE v. Changes to Tewkibury. 


March. Enter the Queen Prince of Wales, Somerſet. 
Oxtord, and ſoldiers, 


©uecn. Great Lords, wiſe men ne er fit and wail their 
Bur chearly ſeck how to redreſs their harms, [loſs, 
M hat though the maſt be now blown over-board, 
T he cable broke, the holding-anchor loſt, 
And half our ſailors ſwallow'd in the flood? 
Vet lives our pilot ſtill, Is't meet that he 
Should leave the helm, and, like a fearful lad, 
With tearſul eyes add water to the fea, 
And give more ſtrength to that which hath too much ; 
While in his moan the ſhip ſplits on the rock, 
Which inCuſtry and courage might have ſav'd ? 
Ah, whit a ſhame! ah, what a fault were this! 
Say Warwick was our anchor, what of that? 
And Montague our top-maſt, what of him? 
Cur ſſeughter'd ſriends, the tackle, what of theſe ? 
Vi hy, is not Oxferd here arcther anchor ? 
And Somerſet another gootly maſt ? 
The ſrienès of Frarce our ſurouds and tacklings fill ? 
And though unſkilſul, why not Ned and I 
For once allow'd the ſkilful pilot's charge? 
We will not from the helm to fit and weep, 


But keep our courſe (thongh the rough wind ſay, No) 


From ſlelves and rucks that threaten us with wreck : 
As good to chide the waves, as ſpeak them fair, 
And what is Edward, but a ruthleſs fea ? 

Whet Clarence, but a quick-ſand of deceit ? 

And Richard, but a ragged fatal rock ? 
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All theſe the enemies to our poor bark. 

Say you can ſwim, alas, tis but a while; 

Tread on the ſand, why, there you quickly ſink ; 
Beſtride the rock, the tide will walh you off, 

Or elſe you famiſh; that's a threefold death, 

This ſpeak I, Lords, to let you underſtand, 

In calz ſome one of you would fly from us, 

That there's no hop'd-for mercy with the brothers, 
More than with ruchleſs waves, with ſands, and rocks; 
Why, courage, then! what cannot be avoided, e 
'T were childiſh weakneſs to lament or fear, 

Prince. Methinks a woman of this valiant ſpirit 
Shonl.l, if a coward heard her ipenk theie words, 
lutuſe his breaſt with magnanimity, 

And make him, naked, foil a man at arms, 
1 ſpeak not this, as doubting any here: 
For did i but ſuſpeR a tcarful man, 

He ſhould have leave to go away betimes ; 
Leit, in our need, he might infect another, 
And make him of like ſpirit to himſelf, 

If any ſuch be here, (as God forbid !) 

Let him depart beſbre we need his help, 

O. Women and children of ſo high a conrage ! 
And warriors faint ! why, *twere perpetual ſhame. 
Oh, brave young Prince ! thy tamous grandfather 
Doth live again in thee; long miay'it thou live, 

To bear his image, and renew his glories! 

Som. And he that will not fight for ſuch a hope, 

Go home to bed, and, like the owl by day, 
If he ariſe, be mock'd and wonder'd at. 
Qucen. Thanks, gentle Somerſet; ſweet Oxford, 


thanks. [ elſe, 
Prince, And take his thanks, that yet hath nothing 


Enter a Meſenger. 


Meſfſ. Prepare you, Lords, for Edward is at hand, 
Ready to fight; therefore be relolute. 
I thought no leis; it is his policy, 
To haſte thus faſt to fad us unprovided. 
Som. But he's deceiv'd ; we are in readineſs. ſnrefs, 
Qucen. This cheers my heart, to ſee your forward- 
OJ. Here pitch our battle, hence we will not budge, 
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Mate. Enter King Edward, Glouceſter, Clarence, 


and Soldiers. 


K. Eqdw. 2 followers, yonder ſtands the thorny 
woou, 
Which, by the heav'n's aſſiſtance and your ſtrength, 
Muſt by the roots be hewn up yet ere night · 
need not add more fewel to your fire, 
(For well 1 wot ye blaze), to burn them out: 
Give ſignal to the fight, ard to it, Lords, 

Queen. Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I ſhould 
My tears gainſay; for every word I ſpeak, [fay, 1 
Ye fee I drink the water of my eye. | 
Therefore no more but this: Henry, your Sovereign, 
Is priſoner to the foe, his ſtate ulurp'd, 

His realm a flaughter-houſe, his ſubjects ſlain, 

His ſtatutes cancell'd, and his treaſure ſpent; 

And yonder is the wolf that makes this ſpoil. | 
You fight in juſtice: then, in God's name, Lords, 
Be valiant, and give ſignal to the battle. 


Alarum. Retreat. Excurſions, Both parties go out, 


Re-enter King Edward, Glouceſter, Clarence, &c. The 
Juen, Oxford, and Somerier, priſoners, 


K. Edw Now here's a period of tumultuous broils. 

Away with Oxford to Hammes caſtle ſtraight : 

For Somerſet, off with Bis guilty head. 

Go, bear them hence: 1 will not hear them ſpeak. 
Oxf. For my part, I'll not trouble thee with words. 
Som: Not 1, but ſtoop with patience to my fortune. 

[ Exeunt. 
Qucen. So part we ſadly in this troublous world, 

To meet with joy in ſweet Jeruſalem. 

K. Edu. 1s proclamation made, that who finds Ed- 

Shall bave a high reward, and he his lite ? [ward, 
Clo. It is, .d, lo! where youthful Edward comes, 


Enter the Prince of Wales. 


K. Edw. Brirg forth the gallant, let us hear him 
What? can fo young a thoru begiu to prick? [ ſpeak, E. 
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Edward, what ſatis faction canſt thou make, 

For bearing arms, for ſtirring up my ſubjects, 

And all the trouble thou haſt turn'd me to ? 

Prince. Speak Ike a ſuhject, proud ambitious York, 

Suppoſe that I am now my father's mouth; 

Reſign thy chair; and, where I Rand, kneel thou, 

Whilit I propoſe the ſelf ſame words to thee, 

Which, traitor, thou would(t have me anſwer to. 
Qucen. Ah! that thy father had been ſo reſolv'd! 
Glo. That you might {till have worn the petticoat, 

And ne'er have ſloll n the breech from Lancaſter. 
Prince. Let Atop fable in a winter's night; 

His curriſh riddles ſort not with this place. 

Glo. By heaven, brat, I'll plague ye for that word. 
Qucen. Ay, thou walt born to be a plague to men. 
Glo, For God's fake, take away this captive ſcold. 
Prince. Nay, take away this ſcolding crook-back 
rather. 
K. Edu Peace, wilful boy, or 1 will charm your 
Clar. Untutor'd lad, thouart too malapert. [toague. 
Prince. I know my duty, you re undutitul : 

Laicivious Edward, and thou perjur'd George, 

And thou mii-hapen Dick, | tell ye all, 

am your better, traitors as ye are: 

And thou ufurp ſt my father's right and mine. 

Glo. Take that, thou likeneſs ot this railer here. 


ls, [Stabs bins. 
X. Edu. And take thou that to end thy agony. 
[ Edward ftabs him. 
1s, Clar, And there's for twitting me with perjury. 
* | [ Clarence abs him. 
* Queen. Oh, kill me too! 
__ Glo, Marry, and thall.—--— [Ofers to hill ber. 
X. Edw. tiold, Richard, hold; fur we have done 
Ed too much, 
: Glo, Why ſhould ſhe live, to fill the world with 
ard, wo: ds? 
_ X Edw What? doth ſhe ſwoon? uſe means fos 
her recov'ry 
Glo. Clarence, excuſe me to the King my brother: 
** I'll ence to Lor den cÞ a ſerious matter, 
eak. 


Ere ye ccme There, Le 12:6 to hear ſeme news, 
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Clar, What? what! 

Cl:. The Tower, man, the Tower! — I'll root em 
out, [ Exit, 

Qrcen. Oh Ned, ſweet Ned! ſpeak to thy mother, 

Canit thou not ſpeak? O traitors, murderers! [boy 

They that abb'd Cæſar, ſhed no blood at all, 

Did not offend, and were not worthy blame, 

If this toul deed were by to equal it. 

He was a man; this (in reipeR) a child 

And men ne'er ſpend their tury on a child, 

M hat's worſe than murtherer, that I may name it ? 

No, no, my heart will burit, and if 1 fpeak——— 

And 1 will ſpeak, that fo my heart may burit. 

Butchers and villains, bloody canibals, 

How ſweet a plant have you untimely cropt! 

Yon have no children. Butchers, if you had 

The thought of them would have flirr'd up remorſe ; 

But if you ever chance to have a child, 

Look in his youth to have him fo cut off; 

As, deathimen! you have rid this ſweet young prince, 
K Edw. Away with her, go bear her hence by force. 
Qucen. Nay, never bear me hence, diſpatch me here: 

Here theath thy iword, III pardon thee my death, 

What? wilt thou not ? then, Clarence, do it thou. 
Clar. By heaven, I will not do thee ſo much eaſe, 
Quccu. Good Clarence, do; ſweet Clarence, do thou 

do it. 
Clar. Didſt thou not hear me ſwear | would not do it? 
Qucen. Ay, but thou uſeſt to ſorſwear thy ſelf: 

*T was fin before, but now tis charity. 

What, wilt thou not? Where is that devil batcher 

Richard? hard-favour'd Richard, where art thou ? 

Thou art not here: murther is thy alms deed. 

Petitioner for biood thou ne er putt'ſt back. 

X. Edw. Away, | fay; 1 charge ye, bear her hence. 

Ducen, So come to you and yours, as to this prince 
[Exit Queen. 

X. Edw. Where's Richard gone? 

Clar. To London all in peſt, and, as I pueſs, 

To make a bloody ſupper in the Tower. 

K. Edw. He's tudden, if a thing comes in his head, 

Now march we hence, dilcharzze the common fort 
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With pay and thanks; and let's away to London, 
And fee our gentle Queen how well the cares ; 
By this I hope [ke hath a fon for me. [ Exennt, 


SCENE VII. Changes to the Tower of London. 


Emer King Henry and Glouceſter, with the Licutenant 
on the Tower walls, 


Glo. Good day, my Lord ; what ! at your book ſs 


hard ? 
K. Henry, Ay, my good Lord; my Lord, I ſhould fay 
'Tis fin to flatter, good was little better : ſrather ; 


Good Glo ſter, and gond devil, were alike, 
And both prepoſt'rous; therefore, not good Lord. 
Glo. Sir, leave us to ourſelves, we mull confer. 
[ Exit Lieutenant. 
X. Henry. So flies the reckleſs ſhepherd from the 
So firſt the harmleſs flock doth yield his fleece, [wolf; 
And next his throat, unto the butcher's knite. | 
What ſcer2 of death hath Richard now to act? 
Glo. Suſpicion always haunts the guilty mind ; 
The thief doth fear each buſh an officer, 
A. Henry, The bird that hath been limed in a buſh, 
With trembling wings miſdoubterh ev'ry buſh, 
And I, the hapleſs male to one ſweet bird, 
Have now the fatal object in my eye, 
Where my poor young was lim'd, was caught, and 
kill'd, 
Glo, Why, what a peeviſh fool was that of Crete, 
That taught his ſon the office of a fowl ? 
And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drown'd. 
K. Henry. Il. Dedalus; my poor boy, Icarus ; 
Thy father, Minos that deny d our courſe ; 
The ſun, that ſear'd the wings of my ſweet boy, 
Thy brother Edward; and thylelt the fea, 
Whoſe envious gulph did ſwallow up his I'fe. 
Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not with words ; 


My breaſt can better brook thy dagger's point, 


Than can my ears that tragic hiltocy. 

But wherefore doſt thou come ? Is't for my lite ? 
Glo, Think'ſt thou I am an executioner ? 
A. Henry. A perſecutor I am ſure thou art. 
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If murth'ring innocents be executing, 
Why then thou art an executioner. 

Gle. Thy fon I kill q for his preſumption, 

X. Henry. Hadſt thou heen ki ꝗ when farſt thou dj 14 
Thou hadſt not liv'd to kill a fon of mine. [ preſume, 
And thus I propheſy, that many a thouſand 
Which now miſtruſt no parcel of my fear, 

And many an old man's ſigh, an many a widow's, 
And many an orphan's water-ſtandiag eve, 

(Men ſor their ſons, wives for their huſbands! fate, 
And orphans for their parents timeleſs death), 

Shall rue the hour that ever thou waſt born, 

The owl ſhreek'd at thy birth, an evil ſign: 

The night-crow cry'd, a bod:ng luckleſs tune; 
Dogs liowl'd, and hideous tempeſt thouk down trees; 
The raven croak'd hoarſe on the chimney's top, 
And chattering pyes in diſmal diſcords ſung. 

Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain, 

And yet brought forth leſs than a mother's hope, 
To owt, an indiceſted deſarg: d thn, 

Not like the fruit of ſuch a goodly tree. 

Teeth hadſt thou in thy head when thou waſt born, 
To ſignify thou cam ſt to bite the world: 

And, if the reſt be true which I have heard, 
Thou cam'ſt into the world with thy legs lorward. 

Cle. Ill hear no more: die prophet, in thy ſpeech : 

F Stabs him. 

For this, amongſt the reſt, was I ordain'd. 
K. Henry Ay, and for much more {1:uglter aſter 
this | 
O God! forgive my fins, and pardon thee! [ Dies. 

Glo, What ! will the afpiring blood of Lancaſter 
Sink in the ground? 1 thought it would have mounted. 
dee how my ſward weeps for the poor King's death ? 
0 may ſuch purple tears be always thed, 

From thoſe who wiſh the downfa!: of our houſe ! 
If any ſpark of life be yet remaining, 
Down, down to hell, and ſay I ſent thee thither, 

| | [ Stabs bim again. 
i that bave neither pity, love, nor fear, 5 
Indeed 'tis true tnat Henry told me of : 
For I have often heard my mother ſay, 
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I came into the world with my legs forward. 

Had I not reafon, think ye, to make hatte, 

Ard ſeck their ruin that uſurp d cur tight? 

The midwite wonder'd, and the women cry'd, 

O, Jeſus ble's us, he is born with teeth! 

And fo | was; which plainly ſignity d 

That 1 ſhould ſnarl, and bite, and play the dog. 
Then, fiace the heav'ns have ſhap'd my body to, 
Let hell make crook'4 my mind, to anſwer it. 

I bad no father, I «am like no father ; 

I have no brother, I am Þke no brother; 

And this word /zve, which grey-beards call divine, 
Be reſident in men like one another, 
And not in me! 1 am mylclt alone. 
Clarence, beware; thou keep'lt me from the light; 
But I will fort a pitchy day tor thee : 

For I wilt buzz abroad fuch prophecies, 

That Edward ſhall be feariul of his lite, 

And then to purge his fear, I'll be thy death. 

King Henry, and the Prince his fon, are gone; 
Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the reſt; 
Counting myſelf but bad, rill 1 be beſt, 

I throw thy body in another room; 

And triumph, Hevry ! in the day of doom. [ Exit, 


SCENE VIII. The Palace in London. 


Enter Ring Edward, Qncen, Clarence, Glouceſter, 
Hallings, Nurſe, and Attendants. 


K. Ed. Once more we fit on England's royal throne, 
Repurchas'd with the blood of enemies, 
What valiant ſoemen, like to autumn.'s corn, 
Have we mow'd down in top of all their pride? 
Three Dukes of Somerſet, thicefol.l renowa'd 
For hardy and undoubted champions. 
Two Cliſlords, as the father and the fon; 
And two Northumberlands, two braver men 
Ne'er ipurr'd their couriers at the trumpet s ſound ; 
With them the two brave bears, Warwick and Mon- 
That in their chains ferter'd the kingly lion, [| tague, 
And made the foreit tremble when hey roar d. ; 
i hus have we ivept Suipicicn from dur ict, 
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And made our footſtool of Security. | 
Come hither, Beſs, and let me kiſs my boy. 
Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles and myſelf 
Have in our armours watch d the winter-night, 
Went all a-foot in ſummer's ſcalding heat, 
That thou might'ſt repoſſeſs the crown in peace; 
And of our labours thou ſhalt reap the gain. 

Glo. I'll blaſt his harveſt, if your head were 

laid, 
For yet 1 am not look'd on in the world. 
This ſhoulder was ordain d fo thick, to heave ; > 4/ide. 
And heave _ ſome weight, or break my 
back; 
Work thou the way, and that ſhall execute. 
[ Pointing to his head. 

K. Edw. Clarence and Glo'ſter, love my lovely Queen; 
And kiſs your princely nephew, brothers both. 

. Clar. | he duty that I owe your Majeſty. 
I ſeal upon the lips of this ſweet babe. 

Dueen. — Noble Clarence; worthy brother, 

thanks. 

Glo, And that 1 love the tree from whence thou 

ſprang lt, 
Witneſs the loving kiſs 1 give the fruit. 
To ſay the truth, ſo Judas kiſs d his maſter, 
And cry'd, All hail ! when as he meant ally Ade. 
harm. 

XK. Edw. Now am | ſeated as my foul delights, 
Having my country's peace and brothers loves. 

Cla. What will your grace have done with Marga- 
Reignier her father, to the King of France [ret ? 
Hath pavn'd the Sicils and Jeruſalem, 
And hither have they ſeut it for her ranſom. 

K. Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence to 

France. 
And now what reſts, but that we ſpend the time 
With lately triumphs, mirthtul comic (hows, 
Such as beat the pleaſure of the court ? 
Sound drums and trumpets ; farewel, four Annoy ! 
For here I hope begins our laſting joy. 
[ Exeunt omnes. 
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„ nene 
The court, 


Enter Richard Duke of Glouceſter /zlus. 
O W is the winter of our diſcontent 
Made glorious ſummer by this ſun of Vork; 


Gl. N 

An all the clouds that lowr'd upon cur 
In the deep boſom of the ocean bury d. [ houſe, 
Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths, 
Our bruiſed arms hung up for monumeat-, 
Our ſtern alarums chang”. to mercy meetings, Br 
Our dreadful marches to delightful me1fures, Tl 
Grin viſag'd War haih ſnooth'd his wrinkled iroat ; | 
And now, inſtead of mounting barbed Reeds T1 
To tright the fouls of fearful .dverſaries, 
He capers nimbly ia a la ys chamber, 
To the laſcivious pleaſing of a lute. | 
But I, that am not ſhap'd tor ſportive tricks, 
Nor made to court an am'rous looking-glais ; 
I, that am rudely fanp'd, and want love's :najelly, 
To ſtrut before a wanton, ambliag nymph ; 
I. that am curtail'd of this fair proportion, 
Cheated of feature by diſſembling * Nature, 
Deform'c, unfinith'd, ſent before my time 
Into this breathing world, ſcarce half made up; 
And that ſo lamely and unſaſhionably, 
That dogs bark at me as I halt by them: 
Why I (in this weak piping time of peace) 
Have no delight to pats away the time, 
Unleis to ipy my ſhadow in the ſun, 
And deſcant on mine own deformity. 
And therefore, ſince I cannot prove a lover, 
To entertain theſe fair weil-ſpoken days. 
I am determined to prove a villain, 
And hate the i le pl-atures of rhe'e days. 
Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous, 
By drunken propheſi:s, libels, aud dreams, 


* By Aiſſembling is not meant byp-critical nature, that pre: ends ove 
thing and does another ; bit rature thit puts together things» ot 5 
diſſimilar kind, as a brave ſoul and a deformed body. 
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To ſet my brother Clarence and the King 

In deadly hate, the one againſt the other: 

And if King Edward be as true aud juſt, 

As I am ſubtle, falſe, and treacherous, 

This Cay thould Clarence cloſely be mew'd up, 

Ahout a prophecy, which ſays that G 

ot Edward's heirs the murtl! erer ſhall be. 

Dive thoughts, down to my foul ! here Clarence comes, 


Enter Clarence guarded, aud Brakenbury, 


Brother, good day; what means this armed guard 
That waits upon your Grace ? 

Clar, His \lajz(ty, 
Tend'ring my perion's ſafety, hath appoiated 
This conduct to convey me to the lover. 

Glo. Upon what cauſe ? 

Clar. Becauſe my name is George. 

Glo Alack, my Lord, that fault is none of ycurs: 
He ſhould tor that commit your godfathers. 
Belike his Majeſty hath ſome intent, 
That you ſhould be new chriſtzned in the Tower. 
But what's the matter, Clarence, may 1 know ? 

Clar, Yea, Richard, when Il know ; fer I proteſt 
As yet I do not; but, as I can learn, 
He hearkens aſter prophecies and dreams, 
And from the crouſs-row plucks the letter GC; 
And ſays a wizard told him, that by G 
His iſſue diſinherited ſhould be. 
And for my name of Gezrge begins with G, 
It follows in hi thought that 1 am ke, 
Theſe, as 1 learn, and ſuch like toys as theſe, 
Have mov'd his Highne!is to commit me now, 

Gle Why, this it is. when men are 1vl d by women, 
* I is not the King that ſends you to the Tower; 
My Lady Gray his wife, Clarence, tis the * 
That tempts him to this harſh extremity. 
Was it not ſhe, and that good man of worſhip, 
Anthony Woodvil her brother there, 
That made him ſend Lord Haſtings to the Tower ? 
From whence this day he is delivered. 
We are not fate; Clare: ce, we are not ſafe. 

Clar, By Ecav'n, I think there is no man ſecure. 
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But the Queen's kindred, and night-walking heralds, 
That trudge between the King and Viltreſs Shore. 
Heard you not what an humble ſuppliant 
Lord Haſtings was to her for his delivery ? 
Glo. Humbly complaining to her diety, 
Got my Lord Thamberlain bis liberty. 
I'll tell you what; I think it 1s our way, 
If we will keep in favour with the King, 
To be her men, and wear her livery. 
The jezlous o'erworn widow, and herſelf, 
Since that our brother dubb'd them gentlewomen, 
Are mighty goſſips in this monarchy 
Brat. I beg your Graces both to pardon me: 
His Majeſty has ftraitly giv'n in charge, 
That no man ſhall have private conference, 
Of what degree ſoever, with your brother. 
Ce. Ev n to, an't pleaſe your worſhip, Brakenbury ! 
You may partake of any ching we fay : 
Ve ſpeak no treaſon, man we ſay the King 
Is wiſe an} virtuous; and his noble Queen 
Well ſtreok in years; fair, and not over-jealons ——— 
Me ſay that Shore's wife hath a pretty ſoot, 
A cherry lip, a paſſiug pleaſing tongue: 
That the Queen's kindred are made gentle - folk. 
How ſay you. Sir ? can you deny all this? 
Prat. With this, my Lor.!, mytelt have nought to do. 
CI What, tetiovw ? nought todo with Mis Shore? 
I tel! you, Sir, he that doth naught with her, 
excepting one, were belt to Uo it ſecretly, 
Brat. \\ hat one, my Lord? 
Gl. Her huſband, knave - ouldſt thou betray me? 
Brat. | do beieech your Grace to pardoa me, 
And io forbear your coat 'rence with the Duke. 
Clar. Me know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will 
obey. A 
Glo. We are the Queen's abjets, and mult obey 
Brother, farewel ; 1 wilt unto the King, 
And whatſoe'er you will employ me in, 
Were it to call King Edwar 1's widow ſiſter), 
} will perſorm it to infranchiſe vou. 
Mean tune, this deep diigrace of bi other hood 
Touches me deeper thay you can imagine. 


o. 
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Clar. I know it pleaſeth neither of us well. 
Glo. Well your rnprifament (hill not be long; 
1 will deliver you, or elſe lie for you. 
Mean time, have patience. 
Clar. | mutt perforce; farewel. [Exe. Brak. Clar, 
Glo. Go, tread the path that thou ſhalt ne er returg ; 
Simple, plain Clarence III ſo love thee ſo, 
That 1 will thortly fend thy foul to heav'n, 
If heav'n will take the preſent at my hands. 
But who comes here? the new-deliver'd Haſtings ? 


Enter L:rd Haſtings, 


Ha. Good time of day unto my gracions Lord. 
Glo. As much unto my good Lord Chamberlain! 
Well are you welcome to the open air. 
How hath your Lordſhip brook'd impriſonment ? 
Haſt With patience, Noble Lord, as pris ners mult :. 


But 1 ſhall live, my Lord, to give them thanks, 


That were the cauſe of iny impi iſonment 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt; and fo ſhall Clarence too; 
For they that were your enemies ere his, 
And have prevail” us much cn him as you. 

Hiſt Wore pity th u the eagle ſhould be mew'd, 
While kites aud buzzards prey at liberty, 

G!> What news abroad : 

Haiti No neus o Lad at road as this at home: 
The Ning is fickly, weak, and melancholy; 
And his phyſic ins fear him wighti y. 

Ce. Now, by St Paul, that news is bad indeed. 
O, he hath kept an evil diet long, 
And over much conſum'd hi royal ve fon: 
"1 13 very grievous to be thuught upon. 
Where is he? in bis beg! 

Haft. He is, my Lord. 

Glo, Go you belore, pd I will follow = 
. t "Taſtings, 
He cannot live, | home; an! mu“ not wn 
Till Georg? be packs with pilt-tu ic n. 
II mn to ure his aired Ny to C10 | 
W rl. bes eee d wilt wh bt y.-Fy + as } 
Ai. it J fait wot in my as 8 „ ; 
Cai ence hath got auyihkes diy © ave; 
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W hich done, God take King Edward to his mercy, 

And leave the world for me to buſtle in! 

For then I'll marry Warwick's youngeſt daughter. 

What thouzh 1 kill'd her huſband and her father ? 

The readielt way to make the wench amend:, 

Is to become her huſband and her father : 

The which will I, not all ſo much for love, 

As for another ſecret cloſe intent, 

Which I, by marrying her, mult reach unto, 

But yet I run before my horſe to market: 

Clarence ſtill breaths, EAward till lives and reigns ; 

M hen they are gone, then muſt 1 count my gains. 
[Exit. 


SCENE Il. Charges to a ſtreet. 


Enter the corſe of Henry the Sixth, with halberts to 
guard it, Lady Anne being the mourner. 


Anne Set down, ſet down your honourable load, 

If honour my be ſhrouded in a herſe; 

VV hillt Ja while obſequioufly lament 
1h' untimely fall of virtuous Lancaſter. 

Poor clay-cold figure of a holy King! 

Pale aſhes of the houſe of Lancaſter ! 

Thou bloodleſs remnant of that royal blood! 

Be t lawful that I invocate thy ghoſt, 

To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 

Wite to thy Edward, to thy flaughter'd ſon ; 

Stabb'd by the ſelf ſame hand that made theſe wounds. 
Lo, in thefe windows that let forth thy life, 

I power the helpleſs balm of my poor eyes. 
Curs'd be the hand that made theſe fatal holes! 
Curs'd be the heart that had the heart to do it ! 
Mare direful hap betide that hated wretch, 
That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 
Than I can with to adders, ſpiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives! 

If ever he have child, abortive be it, 
Prodigious and untimely brought to light, 

W hote ugly and unnatural aſpect 

May fright the hopetul mother at the view : 
Aud that be heir to his unhappinels! 
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If ever he have wife, let her be made 

More miſerable by the death ot him, 

Than 1 am made by my youag Lord and thee ! 
Come now tow'rds Chertley with your holy load, 
Taken from Panl's to be interred there, 

And (till, as you are weary of this weight, 

Reſt you, while | lament King Heary's corſe. 


Enter Richard Duke of Glouceſter. 


Cloe. Stay, you that bear the corſe, and ſet it down. 
Anne. What black magician conjures up this fiend, 
To (top devoted charitable deeds ? 
Glo. Villains, ſet down the corſe, or, by St Paul, 
I'll make a corſe of him that diſobeys. 
Gen, My Lord, ſtand back, and let the coſſin paſs. 
Cle. Unmanner'd dog! ſtand thou when I command; 
Advance thy halbert higher than my breaſt, 
Or, by St Paul, I'll ſtrike thee to my foot, 
And ſpurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldneſs. 
Anne, What, do you trem ble ? are you all afraid? 
Alas ! 1 blame you not, for you are mortal ; 
And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil. 
Avaunt, thou dreadful minilter of hell ! 
Thou hadſt but power over his mortal body; 
His ſoul thou canſt not hurt; therefore be gone, 
Glo. Sweet taint, for charity, be not fo curs'd. 
Anne. Foul dev'l! for God's fake hence, trouble us 
For thou haſt made the happy earth thy hell; ſnot; 
Fill'd it with curling cries, and deep exclaims. 
If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 
Behold this pattern of thy butcheries. 
Oh, gentlemen, ſee! fee dead Hem y's wounds 
Open their congeal'd mouths, and bleed atreth, 
Bluſh, bluſh, thou lamp of foul deformity ; 
For tis thy preſence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells. 
Thy dee is, inhumane and unnatural, 
Provoke this deluge molt unnatural. 
O God ! which this blood mad'ſt. revenge his death: 
O Earth! which this blood drink'ſt, revenge his death. 
Or, Heav'n, with lightning ſtrike the murth'rer dead, 


Or, Earth, gape open wide. and eat him quick; 
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As thou doſt ſwallow up this good King's blood, 
Which his hell-govern'd arm hath butchered ! 
% Lady, you know no rules of charity, 
Which renders good for bad, bleſſings for curſes. 
Anne. Villain, thou know'ſt nor law of God nor man; 
No bealt ſo fierce, but knows ſome touch of pity. 
Glo. But | know none, and therefore am no beaſt, 
Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the truth !--— 
Glo, More wonderful when angels are fo angry. 
Vouchſafe, divine perſedtion of a woman, 
Of theſe ſuppoſed crimes, to give me leave, 
By circumſtance, but to acquit myſelf. 
Anne. Vouchſafe, diffus'd infection of a man, 
For theſe known evils, but to give me leave, 
By circun ſtance, to curſe thy curſed felt. 
Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have 
Some patient lei ure to excuſe myſelf. 
Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee, thou canſt 
No excuſe current, but to hang thy ſe. f. [ make 
Glo. By ſuch deſ-air 1 ſhould accuſe myſelf. 
Arne. and by deſpairing ſhalt thou ſtand excus'd, 
For doing worthy vengeance on thy ſelt, 
That didſt unworrhy Toes upon others.. 
Glo Say that : flew them not. 
une. Then ſay they were not ſlain : 
But dead they are, ard, deviliſh flave, by thee. 
Gle | did not kill your huſband. 
Anme Why, then he i, alive. | 
Glo Yay, he is dead, and flain by Edwards' hands, 
Anne. lu toy foul throat thou ly't. Queeu Marg'ret 
Thy mw d'row foulchion uo g n bis | luod « [law 
ne which thou once diclt Lend +ga nt ee brealt, 
But chat thy brothers beat aide the point, 
Glo, } was provoked by her flard runs tongue, 
That lu (err guilt upor my guilclefs fhou!. ers, 
Ann, Lon waſt proveked by thy blucwly wird, 
That uncut dean on aught but butcheries, 
Didit thou 1-4 k l dhe King: 
Gio \oraut ye, 
Anne vor rant we, hedpe-hos ? then God tre 
Thou ray ft YE an ace 1 that woke ea FF Fes 
O, he Vat cue, undd, and Viiiuuus 
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C. The fitter for the King of heav'n that hath him. 
Anne. He is in heav'n, where thou (halt never come. 
Glo, Let him thank me that help'd to ſend him thi- 
For he was fitter for that place than earth. [ther ; 
Anne. And thou unfit for any place but hell. 
Glo. Ves, one place el e, if you will hear me name it. 
Anne Some dungeon. 
Cle. Your — — 
Anne. Ill reſt betide the chamber where thou lieſt! 
Glo. So will it, Madam, till 1 lie with you. 
Anne | hope ſo. 
Cle. I know fo, But, gentle Lady Anne, 
To leave this keen encounter of our wits, 
And fall ſomett ing into a flower method : 
Is not the cauſer of the timeleis deaths 
Of theſe Plantagenets, Henry, and Edward, 
As blameful as the executioner ? 
Anne, Thou waſt the cauſe, and moſt accurs'd eſſect“. 
Glo. Your beauty was the cauſe of that effect. 
Your beauty that did haunt me in my fleep, 
To undertake the death ot all the werld, 
So I might live one hour in your ſweet boſom, 
Anne, If 1 thought that, I tell thee, homicide, 
Thele nails ſhould rend that beauty from my cheeks, 
Glo. Theſe eyes could not endure ſweet beauty's 
You ſhould not blemiſh it if I Rood by. [wreck, 
As all the world is cheercd by the ſun, 
So | by that; it is my day. my life. 
Arne. Black night o'erthade thy day, and death thy 
life ! 
Glo. Curſe not thyſelf, ſair creature; thou art both. 
Anne. | would I were, to be gore. by on thee, 
Ce. It is @ quarrel moſt unnatural, 
To be reveng'd on him that loveth tbee. 
Anne. It is a quarrel juſt and zealcnable, 
To be reveng'd on him that kill d my huſband. 
Glo. He that bereft thee, Lady, ct thy huſband, 
Did it to help thee to a better huſband, 
Anne His better doth not breathe upon the earth. 
Glo He lives that loves thee beiter than he could. 
Anne. Name him. 
* Ef: for caccutioner. 


180 King Richard Ill. Ad :. 


Cle. Plantagenet. 
Anne Why, that ws he. 
Glo. I he telt-fame name, but one of better nature. 
Anne. Where is he? 
Cle. Here. Why doſt thou ſpit at me? 
[ She ſpits at him. 
Arne. Would it were mortal poiſon for thy ke! 
C4. Never came poiſon from ſo ſweet a place. 
Ante Never hung poiſon on a fouler toad. 
Out of my ſight ! thou dolt infet mine eyes. 
Clo. Thine eyes, ſweet Lady. have iufected mine. 
Arne Would they were baſiliſts to ſttike thee dead 
Glo. I would they were that I might die at once: 
For now they kill me with a living death. 
Thoſe eyes of thine from mine have drawn ſalt tears; 
Sham'd their aſpects with {tore of ch. ldiſh drops: 
Theſe eyes, which never ſhed remorſeſul tear, 
Not when my father York, and Edward wept, 
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland mace, 
M hen black-fac'd Clifford ſhook bis ſword at him; 
Nor when thy warlike father, like a child, 
Told the fad ſtory of my father's death, 
And twenty times made pauſe to ſob and weep, 
That all the tavders by had wet their checks, 
Like trees bedaſh'd with rain: in that ſad time, 
My manly eyes did ſcorn an humble tear: 
And what theſe ſorrows could not thence exhale, 
Thy beauty hath, and mae them blind with weeping, 
never ſued to friend. nor enemy; 
My tongue could never learn ſweet ſmoothing words; 
But now thy beauty is propos'd wy tee, 
My proud heart ſues, and prompts my tongue to ſpeak. 
[S /e u60ks ſerrnfully at bing. 
Teach not thy lip ſuch ſcorn, tor it was mace 
For K fling, Lady, not for ſuch contempt. 
If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 
Lo! lere l lerd thee this ſharp pointed ſword, 
Which if thou pleaie to hide in this true breaſt, 
And let the foul forth that adoreth thee, 
Hay it naked te the ceadly ſtroke, 
And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 


He lays bis breafft open, je offers at it with his fword. 
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Nay, Jo not panſe : for [ did kill King Henry ; 
But 'twas thy beauty that provoke ime, 
Nay, now liſpatch: twas I that (ta'-b'd young Edward; 
But 'twas thy heav'nly tace that fet me un. 
LSVe falls the ſcuord. 

Take up the ſword again, or take up ine. 

Anne. Ar'ſe, diſſembler ; though I wilh thy death, 
I will not be thy execution er. 

Glo Then hid me kill ay felf, and I will do it. 

Arne. lhave already. 

C. That was in thy rage. 
Spe k it again, and even with thy word, 
Th hand, which for thy love did kill thy love, 
Shall tor thy love kill a far truer love; 
To wth their deaths ſhalt thou be acceſſary. 

Anne | would I knew thy heart. 

Ce. Ti fignr'd in my tongue. 

Arne. | fear me both are falſe, 

Clo. Then never man was true. 

Anne, Well, well, put up your ſword. 

Glo. Say then my peace is made, 

Anne. That ſhalt thou know hereafter. 

Gl. But ſhall I I've in hope? 

Anne. All men I hope live ſo. 

Glo. Vouchſafe to wear this ring. 
Look how my ring encompaſſeth thy finger, -/ 
Ev'n fo thy breaſt incloſeth my poor heart: wk 
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine. 


. And it thy poor devoted ſuppliant may | 
But beg one tavour at thy gracious hand, F 
; Thou dolt confirm his happineſs forever. | | 
Anne What is it? 4 
k. Glo. That it may pleaſe you leave theſe ſad deſigns 
ar. To him that hath more cauſe to be a mourner, 


And preſently repair to Croſby - place“; 
Where, after I have ſolemnly imterr'd 

At Chertſey monalt ry this Novle King, 
And wet his grave with my repentant tears, 
I will with all expedieot duty fee you. 
For divers w:.krown reaſons i pefeech you 


* A toute ncar Bitkuplate rect belong ng to the Duke of Glow» 
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Grant me this boon. 

Anne. With all my heart, and much it joys me too 

To fee you are hecome ſo penitent. 

Traſſell and Barkley, go along with me. : 
G/o Bid me farewel. 1 
Anne. Tis more than you deſerve: 4 

But ſince you teach me how to flatter you, 8 

Imagine I have ſaid fare wel already, 7 

[Excunt two with Anne. 
Gle. Sirs, take up the corſe. 
Gen, Towards Chertſey, Noble Lord? 7 
Clo. No, to White - friars, there attend my coming. 
| [Exeunt with the corſe. 

Was ever woman in this humour woo'd ? v 

Was ever woman in this humour won? 

In have her. — but 1 will not keep her long. T 

What ! I that kill'd her hvſband and his father! At 


To take her in her heart's extremeſt hate, 
With curſes in her mouth, tears in her eyes, 
The bleeding witneſs of my hacred by; 
With God, her conſcience, and theſe bars againſt | 
And I no friends to back my ſuit withal, * Te 
But the plain devil, and difſembling looks; 

And yet to win her All the world to nothing 

Ha! 

Hath ſhe forgot already that brave prince, 

Edward. her Lord, whom I, ſome three months ſince, 
Stabb'd in my angry mood at Tewkſbury ? 

A ſweeter and a lovelier gentleman, 

Fram'd in the prodigality of nature, 

Young, wile, and valiant, and, no doubt, right royal, 
The tpacious world cannot again afford: 

And will ſhe yet debaſe her eyes on me, 

That cropt the golden prime of this ſweet prince, 

And made her widow to a woſu! bed? 

On me, whoſe all not equals Edward's moiety ; 

On me that halt, and am miſ-ſhapen thus? 

My dukedom to a beggarly denier, 

i do mittake my perion all this while: 

Upon my life, ſhe finds, although I cannot, 

Mylelf to be a marvelous proper man, 


I'll be at charges for a looking-glafs, 
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And entertain a ſcore or two of tailors 

To itudy faſhions to adorn my body: 

Since | have crept in favour with my elf, 

} will maintain it with ſome little colt, 

But firſt I Il turn yon teliow into his grave, 

And then return lamenting to my love. 

Shine out, fair ſun, till | have bought a glaſs, 

That 1 may fee my ſhadow as I pals, [ Exit. 


SCENE III. Changes te the Palace. 
Enter the Queen, and Lords Rivers, Gray, and Dorſet, 


Riv. Have patience, Madam, there's no donbt, his 
Will ſoon recover his accuſtom d health. [Mijeity 
Gray. In that yon brook it ill, it makes him worſe 
Therefore, for God's fake, entertain good comfort, 
And cheer his Grace with quick and merry eyes. 
Queen. If he were dead, what wou'd betide of me? 
Gray, No other harm. but lots of ſuch a Lord. 
Qucen. The loſs of ſuch a Lord includes all harms. 
Cray. The heav'ns have bleſs d you with a goodly fon, 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 
Qucen. Ah! he is young, and his minority 
Is put into the truſt of Richard Glo'lter, 
A man that loves got me, nor none of you. 
Riv. It is concluded he ſhall be protector? 
Qucen. It is determined. not concluded “ yet : 
But ſo it mult be, if the King miſcarry. 


Enter Buckingham and Stanley, 


Cray. Here comes the Lords of Buckingham and Stan- 

Buck, Good time of day unto your Royal Grace! [ ley. 

Stanley. God make your Majeſty joyful as you have 
been! 

Queen. The Counteſs Richmond, good my Lord of 
To your good pray ir will ſcarcely ſay Amen : ¶ Stanley, 
Vet, Stanley, notwithſtanding ſhe's your wiſe, 

And loves not me, be you, good Lord, aſſured, 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 


* Determined, ſignifies the final concluſion of the will; concluded, 
what cannot be a. let d, by reaſon of ſome act conſequent on the 6 
nal judgment. 
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Stanley. 1 do beſeech you, either not believe 
The envious ſl:nders cf her falic accuſers : 
Or, if ſhe be accus'd on true report, 
Bear with her weakneſs; which 1 think proceeds 
From wayward ſickneſs, and no grounded malice. 
Queen. Saw you the King to-day, my Lord of Stanley? 
Stanley. But now the Duke of Buckingham and 1 
Are come from viſiting his Majeſty. 
Qucen. M hat hkelihood ot his amendment, Lords? 
Buck. Madam, good hope; his Grace ſpeaks chear- 
fully. 
Qucen. God grant him health! Did you confer with 
him ? 
” Buck. Madam, we did. He ſecks to make atonement 
Between the Duke of Glo ſer and your brothers, 
And between them and my Lord Chamberlain; 
And ſent to warn them to his royal preſence. 
Qucen. Would all were well but that will never 
I fear our happineſs is at the height. de 


Enter Clouceſter and Haſtings. 


Glo. They do me wrong, and I will not endure it, 
V ho are they that complain unto the King, 
That 1, for ſooth, am tern, and lgve them not; 
By holy Paul, they love his Grace but l:ghtly, 
T hat fill his cars with ſuch difſentious rumours, 
Becauſe 1 cannot flatter, and look fair, 
Smile in mens faces, imooth, deceive, and cog, 
Duck with French nods, and apiſh courteſy, 
I maſt be held a rancorous enemy. 
Cannot a plain man live and think no harm, 
But thus his ſimple truth muſt be abus d 
By filken, fly, infinuating jacks? 
Gray. To whom in all this preſence ſpeaks your 
Grace ? 

Glo. To thee, that haſt nor honeſty nor grace. 
When have | injur'd thee? when done tace wrong ? 
Or thee? or thee? or any of your fadtion? 

A plague upon you all! His royal perſon, 
Whom God preierve bctier than you would wiſh, 
Cannot te quict ſcarce a breathing while, 


But you mui u ouble him with lewd complaints, 
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Qreen Brother of Glo'itzr, you miſtake the matter. 
The King of his own royal diſpoſitiog, 
And not provok'd by any ſuiror elſe, 
(Aiming belike at your interior hatred, 
That in your outward action thews itſelf, 
y? Againſt my children, brother, and my ſelt), 
Makes him to ſenJ, that he may learn the ground 
Of your ill-will, and thereby may remove it. 


s ? C. I cannot tell; the world is grown fo bad, 
Ar- That wrens make prey where eagles date not perch. 
Since every jack became a gentleman, 
ith There's many a gentle perſon made a jack. 
Queen. Co ne, come, we know your meaning, brother 
zent You envy my advancement and my friends: [ Glo'ſter, 


God grant we never may have need of you! 
Glo Mean time, God grants that we have need of 


Our brother is impriſon'd by your meaas, [ you, 
ever Myſelf diſgrac'd, and the nobility 
— Held in contempt ; while many fair promotions 


Ars daily given to ennoble thoſe 
Thar ſcarce, ſome two days ſince, were worth a noble. 
it, Queen. By him that rais'd me to this careful height, 
From that contented hap which 1 enjoy'd, 
I never did incenſe his M.jeily 
A gainſt the Duke of Clarence; but have been 
An earneſt advocate to plead tor him. 
My Lord, you do me ſhameful injury, 
Fil'eiy to draw me in theſe wild taſpeRs, 
Clo. You may deny too that you were the cauſe 
f my Lord Hail.ngs' late impriſonment, 
i. She may, my Lord, for 
Cl. She may, Lord Rivers----why, whoknowsnot ſo? 
dne may do more, Sir, than denying that: 


your She may help you to m ny fir preſerments, 
And then deny her aiding hand therein, 
A And la thoſe honours on your high deſerts. 
ng ? What may lhe not? ſhe may----ay, marry, may ſh2---- 


Ric. What, marry, may the ? 

Glo. What, marry, may the? marry with a King, 
„ A bachelor, a handſome [iripling too: 
i vis your grandam had a worſer match. 
Queen. My Lord of Glo'iter, I have too long borne 
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Your blunt upbraidings. and your bitter ſcoſſs: 
By heaven, Iwill acquaint his Majeſty 


Of thoſe groſs taunts I often have endur'd. ww 
| had rather be a country ſervant maid, WW 
I han a great Qneen with this condition, So 


To te thus taunted, ſcoru'd, and baited at. 
small joy have I in being England's Queen. 5 


T4 
SCENE IV. Enter Queen Margaret, 4 
9. Mar. And leſſen'd be that ſmall, God, I beſeech * 

Thy honour, (tate, and feat is due to me. [thee! — 
Cle. What! threat you me with telling of the King? 

Tell him, and ipare not : look, what | have ſaid, - ; 

will avouch in preſence of the King: | 4 

I is time to ſpeak, my pains are quite forgot. 112 
O. Mar No, devil! I remember them too well: * 

Thou kill'st my huſband Henry in the Tower, W. 

and Edward, my poor fon, at Tewkſbury. * 
G12. Ere yon were Queen, ay, or your huſband King, y , 

was a pack-horſe in his great affairs; — 

4A weeder out of his proud adverſarics, Y 

A liveral rewarder of his friends; 

To royalize his blcod, I ſpilt mine own. p 
ar. ay, ard much better blood than his or thine, Th 
Cle. In all v hich time you and your huſband Gray A h 

Were FaGious for the houſe of Lancaſter ; g 

nd. Rivers, fo were you; was not your luibaud, _ 

In Marg'ret's battle, at St Alban's, fhain ? Th 

et me put in your minds, if you forget, A ; 

What you have been ere now, and whit you are: 1 

Withal what 1 have been, and what lam. Wh 
9, Mar. A murth'rous villain, and fo ſtill thou art. 

Glo, Poor Clarence <td forfike his father Warwick, mn 

Ay. and forſwore himſelt, (which Jeſu pardon ! ) — 
Q. Mar Which God revenge! — 
Gl2z. To fight on Edward's party for the crown; — 

And ſor bis meed, poor Lord, he ts me d up. — 

1 would to God my heart were flint, like Edward's; * 


Or Edward's ſoft and pitiful, like mine: „ 

I am too childith-foolith for this world. 
2 Mar. Hie thee to hell for ſhame, and leave this 
wor ld. 


2 
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Thou caco.lemon ! there thy kin dom is, 
Riv. My Lord of Glo'iter, in thoſe buſy days, 


Which here you urge to prove us enemies, 
We follow'd then our Lord. our lawtul Kiag; 
So ſhould we yon, if you ſhould be our King, 

C/o. it I ſhould be! [ had rather be a pedlar: 
Far be it from my heart the thought thereof. 

Queen. As little joy, my Lord, as you ſuppoſe 
You chould enjoy were you this country's King? 
As little joy you may ſuppoſe in me, 
Thit | enjoy, being the Queen thereof, 

Q. Mar. A little joy enjoys the Queen thereot; 
For 1 am ſhe, and altogether joy lets. 
can no longer hold me patient. 
Hear me, ye wrangling pirates, that ſall out 
n tharing that which ye have pil'd from me: 
\V hica ot you trembles not that looks on me? 
It wot that, I being Queen, you bow like ſubjects; 
Yet that, by you Jdep'd, you quake like rebels? 
Ungentle villain, do not turn away ! 

G/o, Foul wrinkied witch, what mak' thou in my 

fight ? 

©. Mar. But repetition of what thou hatt marr'd. 
That w:!l 1 make before | let the go. 
A haſb end and a fon thou ow'tt to me; [T2 Glo, 
And thou, a kingdom; all of you, allegiance. 

[To the Queen, 

The ſorrow that I have, by right is your s; | 
And all the pleaſures you uſurp, are mine. 

Cle. The curſe my noble father laid on thee, 
When thou didſt crown his warlike brows with paper, 
And with thy ſcorns dtew'l rivers from his eyes, 
And thea, to dry them, gav'it the Duke a clout, 
dteep'd in the faultleſs blood of pretty Kutland; 
His curies, then from bitterneſs of foul 
Denounc'd againſt thee, are now fall'n upon thee ; 
Aad God. not we, has plagu'd thy bloody deed. 

Queen. So juſt is God, to right the innocent. 

Haſt. O 'twas the ſouleſt deed to ſliy that babe, 
And the molt mercileſs that e er was heard of ! 

Riv. Tyrants themſelves wept when it was reported. 

Dorf. No man but propheſy d revenge for it, 

Q3 
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Buck. Northumberland, then preſent, wept to ſee it · 
Q. Mar. What! were you ſnarling all before I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 

And turn you all your hatred now on me? 

D.d York's dread curſe prevail ſo much with heav'n, 
Th.t Henry's death, my lovely Edward's death, 

Ther kingdo:n's loſs, my wot. 1 banithment, 

Could all but anſwer for that peeviſh brat ? 

Can curſes pierce the clouds, and enter heav'n ? 

Why, then, give way, dull clouds, to my quick curſes” 
if not by war, by ſurſeit die your King, 

As ours by murther, to make him h King! 

Edward thy ſon, that now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward our ſon, that was Prince of Wales, 0 
Die in his youth, by like untimely violence! 

Thyſelf a Queen, tor me that was a Queen, 

Outlive thy glory, like my wretched ſelf! 

Long mz?y'it thou live to wail thy childrens” loſs, 

And ſee another, as I ſee thee now, 


We 2% Wm TT TC 


Deck d in thy rights, as thou art ſtall'd in mine! V 
Long die thy happy days before thy death, v 
And after many length'ned hours of grief, Fi 
Die neither mother, wile, nor — — Queen! T 
Rivers and Dorſet, you were Rtanders-by, T 
And ſo waſt thou, Lord Haſtings, when my ſon 
Was ſtab hd with bloody daggers; God, I pray him, Li 
That none of you may live your natural age, 
By ſome unlock'd-for accident cut off ? 

Glo. Have done thy charm. thou hateful wither'd hag. 

2 Mar. And leave out thee? ſtay, dog, for thou 

ſhalt hear me. 

If heav'ns have any grievous plague in ſtore, N 
Exceeding thoſe that I can wiſh upon thee, T. 
O, let them keep it, till thy fins be ripe; ov 
And then hw] down their indignation 
On thee, thou troubler of the pcor world's peace! | 
The worm of conſcience ſtill begnaw thy ſoul ; Yo 
Thy friends ſuſpect for traitors while thou liv'ſt, O | 
And take deep traitors for thy dearell friends: w 
Ko ſleep clote vp that deadly eye of thine, \_ Th 


Unleſs it be while ſome tormenting dream 
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils! 
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Thou elviſh mark d, abortive, rooting hog ! 
I hou that walt ſeal'd in thy nativiiy 
The ſlave of nature, ard the fon of hell! 
Thou flw.der of thy heavy mother's womb! 
Thou lothed iſſue ot thy father's loins ! 
Thou wrack of honour, thou deteitcd 
Glo, Margaret 
© Mar. Richard. 
Go. Ha? 
O. Mar. I call thee not- 
Glo. 1 cry thee mercy then ; for I did think 
That thou hadit call d me all theſe bitter names, 
Mar. Why. ſo 1 did; but look'd for no reply. 
Oh, let me make the period to my curſe. 
Ce. Vis done by me. ard ends in Margaret. 
Qucen. Thus have you breath'd your curie againſt 


yourlelf, 
Q. Mar. Poor painted Queen, vain flouriſh of my 
fortune ! 
Why ſtrew'ft thou ſugar on that bottled ſpider, 
Whoſe deadly web ininareth thee about? 
Fool, fool, thou whett'ſt a knife to kill thyſelf : 
The day will come that thou ſhalt with for me, 
To help thee curſe this pois nous bunch-back'd toad. 
Haſt. Falſe-boding woman, end thy frantic curſe, 
Leſt to thy harm thou move our patience. 


Q. Mar. Foul thame upon you! you have all moy'd 
mine. 


Riv. Were you well ſerv d, you would be taught 
your duty. 
9. Mar. To terve me well, you all ſhould do me 
duty, 
Teach me to be your Queen, aud you my ſubjects: 
© ſerve me well, and teach yourſelves that duty. 
Dor. Diſpute not with her, the is lunatic, 
. Mar. Peace Maſter Marquis, you are malapert ; 
Your fire-new ſtamp of honour is ſcarce current. 
O that your young Nobility could judge 
When twere to lole it, and be miſerable! 


They that ſtand high, have many blaſts to ſhake them; 


And if they fall, they dalh themſelves to pieces. 
Glo. Good counſel, marry, learn it, leara it, Marquis, 
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7 
D:rf. It touches ron, my Lord, as much as we. 
Cir, Ay, and much more 3 but 1 was born fo hi: Zh, 
« Hur m'ry buildeth in the cedar” s top, 
« And dallies with the wind, and fcorns the ſus.” 
©. Alar. And turns the fun to thade ; —alas ! alas 
VWrnefs my fon, now in the hade of death; 
Whoſe bright onteſhining beams thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternal darknels ſolded vp. 
Your ai'ry buildeth in our ai'ry's neſt : 
O God, that ſeeſt it, do not tuttr it ;; 
As it was won with blood, fo be it lt! 
Buck. Peace, peace for ſhame, it not for charity, 
Q. ar. Urge neither charity nor thame to me; 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt. 
And thametully my hopes by you are butcher'd. 
My charity is outrage, lie my ſh. me, 
And in my thame (till live my forrow's rage! 
Buck. Have done, have done. 
9, Bar. O princely Buckingham, III Kiſs thy hand, 
In lign ot league and amity with thee : 
Now far betal thee and thy noble houſe ! 
i hy garments are not ſpotted with our blood; 
Nor thou within the coinpats of my cure. 
Buck. Nor no one here; for curſes never paſs 
The lips ot thaſe that breathe them in the air. 
©. Mar. IIl not believe but they aſcend the ſky, 
And there awake God's gentle ſſeeping peace. 
O Bucking*am, beware ot yonder dog; 3 
Look, when he fawns, he bites; and when he bites, 
His venom-tcoth will raukle to the death; 
IZave not to do with him, beware of hes 7 
Sin, death, and hell, have ſet their mai ks upon him, 
And all their miniſters attend on hiin. 
Ci. M hat doth ſhe ſay, my Lord of Buckingham? 
Euck, Nothing that I reſpect, my gracicus Lord. 
©. Mar. What, dolt thou ſcorn me for my gentle 
And footh the devil that 1 warn thee from ? [ counltcl ? 
O, but remember this another day; 
When he ſhall iplit thy very heart with forrcw, 
And ſay, poor Marg'ret was a propheteſs. 
Live each of you the tubie& to his hate, 
And he to your's, and all of yuu to God's ! LExit, 


it. 
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Buck. My hair doth {tand on end to hear her curſes” 
Riv. And ſo doth mine: I wonder ſhe's at liberty. 
Glo. I cannot blame her, by God's holy mother; 
She hath had too much wrong, and | repent 
My part thereof that I have done to her. 
Dorſ. I never did her any to my knowledge. 
Glo. Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong: 
I was too hot to do ſome body good. 
That is too cold in thinking of it now. 
Marry, for Clarence, he is well repay'd; 
He is frank'd up to fatting for his pains 
Cod pardon them that are the cauſe thereof ! 
Ry. A virtuons and a Chriſtian-like concluſion, 
To pray for them that have done ſcathe to us. 
Glo. So do | ever, being well advis'd; 
For had I curs'd now, 1 had curs'd myielf [ Ade. 


Erter Cateſby. 


Cateſ. Madam, his Majeſty doth call for you, 

And for your Grace, and you, my Noble Lord, 
Queen. Cateſby, we come; Lords, will you go with us? 
Riv, Madam, we will attend your Grace. 

[Exeunt all but Glouceſter: 
Glo, I do the wrong, and firlt begin to brawl. 

The ſecret miſchiefs that I fet a-broach, 

lay unto the grievous charge of others. 

Clarence, whom | indee have laid ia darkne's, 

do beweep to many ſimple gulls, 

Namely, to Stanley, Hailings, Buckingham; 

And tell them, 'tis the Queen and her allies 

1 at tir the King againit the Duke my brother 

Now, they beiteve it, and withal whet me 

To be reveng d on Rivers, Doriet, Cray. 

Eur then 1 iigh, and with a piece of ſcripture 

Tell them, that God bids us do good tor evil : 

And thus I cluthe my naked vilkiny 

With old odd ends, ftol n forth of holy wric, 

Aud feem a ſaint when molt I play the devil. 


Enter two Villains, 


But ſoft, here come my executioners. 
How now, my handy, tout, reſolved mates, 
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Are you now going to diſpatch this deed ? 

1 I. We are, my Lord, and come to have the war- 
That we may be admitted where he is. [rant, 

Glo, Well thought upon, I have it here about me: 
When yon have done, repair to Croſby-place. 
But, Sirs, te ſudden in the execution, 
Wiithal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; 
For Clarence is well-ſpoken, and perhaps 

wy move your hearts to pity, if you mark him. 
Fil. Fear not, my Lord, we will not itand to prate; 

Tater are no good doers; be affur'd, 
We go to uſe our hands, and nt our tongnes, 

Glo, Your eyes drop milltones, when fools eyes 

drop tears. 

I like you, lads; about your buſineſs ; go. [Freunt, 


SCEHENS T, Changes to the Tower, 
Enter Clarence and Brakenbury. 


Brat. Why looks your Grace fo heavily to-day ? 
Cla O, I have paſs'd a milerable night, 
$0 tull of vgly fights, of ghaltly dreams, 
That, as I am a Chritltian faithful man, 
1 won! | not ſpend another ſuch a night, 
Though 'twere to buy a world of happy days; 
So jull of diſmal terror was the time. 
Brak. What was your dream, my Lord? I pray you 
tell ne. 
Clær. Niethought that I had broken from the Tower, 
A-d was imbark'd to croſs to Burgund. 
Ind in my company my brother G'o iter ; 
to from my cabbin tempted me to walk 
gon the hatches, I hence we look'd tow'rd England, 
And cited up a thouſand heavy times, 
During the Wars of York and Lanciatier, , 
T aat had befall'n us. As we paſs d along 
Upoa the giddy footing of the hatches, 
M=thou; che that Glo ſter ſtu nbie J. and in falling 
struck me (that ſought to ſtay him) over-oard, 
I:to the tumbling billows of the main. 
Lord, Lor, methought. what pain it was to Crown? 
What dreaiul aviie of waters ia wy ears! 
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What ſizhts of ugly death within mine eyes! 
I thought 1 ſaw a thouiand fearful wrecks; 
A thouiand men, that fithes gnaw'd upon; 
Wed; es of gold, great anchors, heaps ui pearl, 
Ioeltimable itones, uavalued jewels, 
Some lay in dead mens' ſculls; and in thoſe holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept, 
As 'twere in ſcorn of eves, reflecting gems; 
That wood * the ſlmy bottom of the deep, 
And mock'd the dead bones that lay icatter d by, 
Brat. Had you ſuch leiſure in the time of dach, 
To gaze upon the tecrets of the deep? 
Cla. Methought l had; and often did I ſtrive 
To yield the phoit ; but ſtill che envious flood 
Kept in my fcul, and would not let it torth 
10 find the empty, valt, and wand'ring air; 
But ſmother'd it within my panting bulk, 
Which almolt burit to belch it in the fea, 
Bret. Awak'd you not with this {ore agony ? 
Clat, No, no; my dream was leugthen d alter life, 
O then began tac tempeit to my foul : 
I paſs'd, methought, the melancholy flood, 
With that grim terryman which poets write of, 
Urito the kingdom of pzr petual night. 
The firſt that there did greet my ſtranger- ſoul, 
Wes my great tather-in-law, renowned Warwick, 
M ho cry'd aloud M hat ſcourge for perjury 
Can this dark monarchy aitord talle Clarence? 
And to he vaniin d. nen came wand'ring by 
A ſhadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood, and he lhrick d out aloud 
Clarence is come, talie, fleeting, perjur'd Clarence 
That ſtabb'd me in the field by Tew ktbury ; 
Scize on him, turies, take him to your toriments ! 
{ith that, methought, a legion of foul fiends 
Inviron'd me, mu howled in mine ears 
Such hideous ctics, that with the very noiſe 
I, trembling, wakd; and for a featon alter 
Coul4 not believe but that | was in hell: 
Such terrible impreſſion made my dream. 
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Brat. No marvel, Lord, that it affrighted you; 
I am alraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 
Clar. Ah! Brakenbury, I have done thoſe things 
That now give evidence azainit my foul, 
For Fdlward's ſake ; and fee how he requites me! 
O God! if my deep prayers cannot appeaſe tnee, 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my mitdeeds ; 
Yet execute thy wrath on me aloae : 
O ſpare my gwiltleſs wife, and my poor children! 
I pr'ythee, Brakenbury, ſtay by me; 
My ſoul is heavy, and I fain would ſleep. ſreſt ! 
Brak. 1 will, my Lord. God give your Grace good 
Sorrow breaks ſeaſons and repoſing hours, [ Ajade, 
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tiqe night, 
Princes hav< but their titles for their glories, 
An outward honour, for an iaward toil ; 
And, for untelt imaginations, 
They often feel a world of reſtleſs cares: 
$5 that between their titles, and low name, 
There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 


HS % = WA * Enter the two Villains. 


1 Vil. Ho, who's there ? 
Brat. In God's name, what art thou? how cam'ſt 
thou hither ? | 
2 Vil. 1 would ſpeak with Clarence, and I came hi- 
ther on my legs. 
Brak. What, ſo brief ? 
1 Vil. 'Tis better, Sir, than to be tedious. Let him 
ſee our commiſſion, and talk no more. 
Brat. | Reads.) 1 am in this commanded to deliver 
The Noble Duke of Clarence to your hands. 
I will not teaſon what is meant hereby, 
Becauſe I will be guiltleſs of the meaning. 
There lies the Duke aflzep, and there the keys, 
I'll to the King, and ſignify to him, 
That thus | have refizn'd to you my charge. [ Exit. 
1 Vii You may, Sir, 'tis a point of wilidom : fare 
well. 
2 Vil. What, ſhall we ſtab him as he ſleeps ? 
* Vil. No; he'll ſay, twas done cowardly when he 
"wel 
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2 Vil, When he wakes! why, fool, he ſhall never 
wake until the great ju igment- day. 

1 Vil. Why, then he'll fay, we ſtabb'd him fle-ping, 

2 Vil The urgiag of that word, judgment, hath 
bred a kind of remorte in me. 

1 Vil. What? art thou afraid? 

2 Vil. Not to kill him, having a warrant for it: but 
to be damn'd tor killing him, from the which no wa- 
rant can defend me. 

1 Vil. Ill back to the Duke of Glo'fter, an! tell him 
ſo 


2 Vil. Nay, pr'ythee, ſtay a I'ttle: I hope this holy 
humour of mine will ch:nge ; it was wont to hold me 
but while one wor !d tell twenty. 

1 Vil. How doit thou feel thyſelf now ? 

2 Vil. Faith, ſome certain dregs of conſcicnc? are 
yet within me. 

1 Vil. Remember the reward when the deed's done. 

2 Vil. Come, he dies | had forgot the reward. 

1 Vil. Where's thy conſcience now? 

2 Fil. O, in the Duke of Glo'ſter's purſe. 

1Vil, When he opens his purſe to give us our re- 
ward, thy conſcience flies out, 

2 Vil. Tis no matter, let it go; there's few or none 
will entertain it. 

1 Vil. What it it come to thee again? 

2 lil. I'll not meddle with it; it is a dangerous thing, 
it makes a man a coward, A man cannot ſteal, but it 
accuſeth him; a man cannot ſwear, but it checks him; 
a man cannot lie with his neighbour's wife, but it de- 
tes him, Tis a bluſhing ſhame - fac'd ſpirit, that mu+ 
tinies ia a man's boſom: It fills one full of obltacles. 
It made me once reltore a purſe of gold that by chance 
1 found. It beggars any man that keeps it. It is turned 
out of towns and cities for a dangerous thing; and e- 
very man that means to hve well, endeavours to truſt 
to himſelf. and live without it. 

1 il "Tis even now at my elbow, perſuading me 
not to kill the Duke. 

2 Vil. Take the devil in thy mind, and believe it 
not: It would inſinuate with thee but to make thee ſigh. 
1 Vil lam ſtrong- fram'd, he cannot prevail with me. 
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2 Vil, Spoke like a tall fellow, that reſpects his re- 
putation, Come, ſhall we fall to work ? 

1 Yi! Take him over the coſtard with the hilt of thy 
ſword, and then throw him into the malmſie - but in the 
next room. 

2 Vil. O excellent device, and make a ſop of him, 

1 Vil. Soft, he wakes, Shall 1 ſtrike? 

2 Vil. No; we'll reaſon with him. 

Clar, Where art thou, keeper? give me a cup of 

wine. 

2 Vil. You ſhall have wine enough, my Lord, anon. 

Clar In God's name, what art thou ? 

1 Fil. A man, as you are, 

Clar. But not, as 1 am, royal. 

1 Fil. Nor you, as we are, loyal. 

Clar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are 

humble. ; 

1 Jil. My voice is now the King's, my looks mine 

own. 

Clar. How darkly and how deadly doſt thou ſpeak ? 
Your eyes do menace me : why look you pale? 
Who ſent you hither ? wherefore do you come ? 

Both. To, to, to 

Clar, To murther me ? 

Bath. Ay, ay. 

Clar. You ſcarcely have the hearts to tell me ſo ! 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 

VW herein, my friends, have 1 offended you? 

1 Vil. Offended us you have not, but the King. 

Clar. I ſhall be reconcil'd to him again. 

2 Vil. Never, my Lord; therefore prepare to die. 

Clar. Are you call'd forth from out a world of men, 
To ſlay the innocent? what's my offence ? 

Where is the evidence that doth accuſe me? 

What lawful queſt have giv'n their ver dict up 

Unto the frowning judge? or who pronounc'd 

The bitter ſentence of poor Clarence* death? 

Before I be convict by courſe of law, 

To threaten me with death, is moſt unlawful, 

I charge you, as you hope to have redemption, 

That you depart, and lay no hands on me. 

The deed you under take is damnable. 


Ihat princely novice, was ſtruck dead by thee ? 
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1 Vil. What we will do, we do upon command, 

2 Vil. And he that hath commanded, is our King, 

Clar. Erroneous vaſſals ! the great King of Kings 
E ith in the table of his law commanded, 

That thou thalt do no murther; will you then 
Spurn at his edit, and fulfil a man's? 

Take heed, for he holds vengeance in his hand, 
To hurl upon their heads that break his law. 

2 Vil. and that ſame vengeance doth he hurl on thee 
For falſe forſwearing, and tor murther too. 

Thou didſt receive the facrament, to tight 
In quarrel of the houſe of Lancafler, 

i Vil And, like a traitor to the name of God, 
Didſt break that vow, and with thy treacherous blade 
Unripp'dſt the bowels of thy Sovereign's ſon. 

2 Vil, Whom thou wert iworn to cheriſh and defend. 

1 Vil. How canit thou urge God &ercalful law to us, 
When thou halt broke it in ſuch high degree? 

Clar. alas! for whoſe ſake did I that ill deed ? 

For Edward, for my brother, for his fake, 
He ſends you not to murther me for this; 
For in that fin he is as deep as 1. 

It God will be avenged tor the deed “, 

Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm. 
Ile rew!s no indirect nor lawleſs couric, 

To cut off thoſe that have otteaded him. 

1 /i/, Who made thee then a bloody miniſter, 
When gallant-ſpringing brave Plantagenet, 


Car. My brother's love, the devil, and my rage. 
1 Vil. Thy brother's love, our duty, and thy tauit, 
Prov ke us hither now, to ſlinghter thee, 
Clar, It you do love my brother, hate not me. 
1 am his brother, and 1 love him well. 
t you are hir d tor meed, go back again, 
And I will tend you to my brother Clo'ſter, 
Who will reward you better for my lie, 
Than Edward will tor tidings of my death. 


9 for the deed. 
O, know you yet, he doth it publicly ; 
Take not the quairel, &c. 
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2 J. You are deceiv'd ; your brother Glo'ſter hates 
you. f 
Clar. Oh. no, he loves me, and he holds me dear. 
Go you to him from me. 
Bett. Ay, ſo we will. 
Car. Tell him, when that our princely father York 
Blcſs'd his three ſons with his victorious arm, 
And charg'd us from his foul to love each other, 
rie little thought of this divided friendſhip. - 
Bid Glo ter think on this, and he will weep. 
1 1, Ay, milſtones, as he leſſon'd us to weep, 
Cl/ar. O do not flander him, for he is kind. 
Vi. As ſnow in harveſt: you deceive yaurſclf; 
'Tis be that ſends us to deſtroy you here. 
Clar. It cannot be, for he bewept my fortune, 
And huzg'd me in his arms, and twore with ſobs, 
That he would labour my delvery, 
2 Vil, Why, fo be doth, when he delivers you 
From this carth's thralcom to the joys of heav'n. 
2 14, Make peace with God, tor you tuuſt die, my 
Lord, 
Car. Hive you that holy feeling in your ſoul, 
To counſel me to make my peace with God, 
And are you yet to your own !touls fo blind, 
Chat you will war with God, by murd'ring ma! 
Q $:rs, conſider, they that fet you on 
To do this deed, will hate you tor the deed. 
2 Vil, What thali we do? 
Clar. Relent, and fave your ſouls “. 
1 Vil. Relent ? 'tis covardly and womaniſh, 
Clar. Not to relent, is beallly, ſavage, deviliſh, 
My friend, 1 ipy ſome pity in thy looks. 
O, it thine eye be not a flatteter, 


and fave your ſouls. 
Which of you, if you were a prince's ſon, 
Berg pon nom liberty, 2s I am vow, 
It two tuch murthercrs as yourſelves came to you, 
V ould nt inicat for life? ! you uculd bg, 
Were you in my diltrcls —— 

1 V. Rekm? &c. 
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Come thou on my ſide, and intre it for me ®, 
1 Vil. Take that, and that; if all this will not do. 
[ Stab; bim. 
In drown you in the malmſie-butt within. [ Exit, 
2 I. A bloody deed, and delp rately difpatch'd, 
How tain, like Pilate, would 1 waih my hands 
Ut this molt grievous guilty murther done ! 


Re enter firſt Villain, 


1/i]. How now? what mcan't thou, that thou 
help'it me not? 

By heav'n the Duke ſhall know how ſlack you've been, 
2 Vil. 1 would he knew that 1 had ſav'd his brother! 

Take thou the fee, and tell him what 1 ſay; 

For I repent me that the Duke is flain. FExi. 
t Vil. So do not 1; go, coward, as thou art. 

Well, I'll go hide the body in ſome hole, 

Till that the Duke give order for his burial : 

Avd, when 1 have my meed, I mult away; 

For this will out, aud then 1 muſt not ſtay. LExit. 


r e 
The Court. 


guter King Elward hci. the Queen, Dorſet, Rivers» 
Haſtings, Cateſby, Buckingham, and other Lords. 


R. Edu. W HY, ſo; now have l done a good Cay's 
work, 

You Peers, continue this united league : 
I every day expect an embatiage 
From my Redeemer to recal me hence. 
And now in peace my ſoul thall part to heav'n, 
Since | have made my friends at peace on earth. 
Hattings and Rivers, take each other's hands; 
Diſſemble not your hatred ; ſwear your love. 

Riv. by heav'n, my ſoul is purg'd from grudging 
Aud with my hand 1 ſeal my true heart's love“ { hate, 


*——-—jatreat for me, 
A teging prince what beyg ir pities not? 
2 Vil. Look behind you, my Loid. 
I Vi. T akc that, Ce. | 
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Haß. So thrive I, as I truly ſwear the like! 

X. Edw. Take heed you dally not before your King, 
Lelt he that is the ſupreme King of kings, 

C onſound your hidden falſehood, and award 
Either of you to be the other's end. 

Haſt. So proſper l, as I ſwear perfect love! 

Riv. And I, as I love haſtings with my heart! 

K. Edu. Madam, yourſelf is not exempt from this; 
Nor you ſon Dorſet ; Buckir gham, nor you: 

You have been factious one againſt the other. 
Wile, love Lord Haſtings, let him kiſs your hand; 
And u hat yon do, do it unſeignedly. 

Queen. There, Haſtings; 1 will never more re- 
Dur former hatred; ſo thrive l and mine! [member 

A. Edt». Dorſet, embrace him. Haſtings, love Lord 

Marquis, 

Der. I he interchange of love 1 here proteſt, 
Upon my part, ſhall be inviolable. 

Hat. And fo ſwear I. 

K. Edu. Now, princely Buckingham, ſeal thou this 
With thy embracements to my wite s allies, [league 
And make me bappy in your unity. 

Fuck. When ever Buckingham doth turn his hate 
Upon your Grace, and not with dutcuus love 

[To the Queen. 

Doth cheriſh you and your's, God purith me 
With hate in thoſe where I expect moſt love! 
W hen | have molt need to employ a iriend, 
And molt aſſured that he is a triend, 
Deep, hollow, tracherous, and tull of guile, 
Be he to me! this do | beg of heaven, 
M hen 1 am cold in zeal to yon or yeur's, 

[ Embracing Rivers, Cc. 

XK. Edw. A pleaſing cordial, princely Buckingham, 
Is this thy vow unto my ſickly heart. 

T here wanteth now our brother Glo'ſter here, 
To make the bleſſed period of this peace. 
Buck. Ang, in gocd time, lere comes the Noble 
Duke. 


Enter Glouceſter, with Ratclif, 
Gle. Good merrow to my Sovereign King and Queer; 
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And, princely Peers, a happy time of day! 
X. Edw. Happy indeed, as we have ſpeat the day. 
Brother, we have done deeds of charity; 
Made peace of enmity, fair love ot hate, 
Between theſe ſwelling wrong-incenſed peers, 
Glo. A bieſſed labour, my molt Sovereign Liege. 
Among this princely heap, if any here, 
By falle intelligence, or wrong ſurmiſe, 
Hold me a foe ; if | unwittingly 
Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this preſence, 1 delire 
To reconcile me to his triendly peace. 
*T is death to me to be at enmity. 
1 hate it, and defire all good mens' love. 
Firſt, Madam, t intreat true peace of you, 
Which 1 will purchate with my duteous ſet vice. 
Of you, my noble couſin tuckingham, 
If ever any grudge were lodg'd between us; 
Ot you, and you, Lord Rivers, and ot Dortet, 
That all without deſert have frown'd on me: 
Of you, Lord Woodvile; and, Lord Scales, of you; 
Dukes, Earls, Lords, Gentlemen ; indeed, of all. 
1 do not know that Englithmaa alive, 
With whom my ſoul is any jot at odds, 
More than the imtant that is born to-night, 
I thank my God for my humility. 
Duecen, A holiday ſhall this be kept hereafter, 
] would to God all lis iles were well compounded ! 
My Sovereign Lord, 1 do beſeech your Highnels 
Jo take our brother Clarence to your Grace. 
Glo. M hy, Madam, have | offer d love 1or this, 
To be ſo flouted in this royal preſence? 
M ho kuows not that the gentle Duke is dead? 
| | They all flart. 
You do him injury to ſcorn his corſe. | 
K. Eæu. Who knows not be is dead! who knows 
he is ? | 
Qucen. All-ſeeing Heaven, what a world is his! 
Buck. Look | to pale, Lord Doriet, as the relt ? 
Deorſ. Ay, my good Lord; and no man in the pre- 
But his red colour bath foriook his checks. [ lence, 
K. Edu. le Claicace dead : the order was revers d. 
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Che. But he, poor man, by your firſt order died, 
And that a winged Mercury did bear : 
Some tardy cripple had the countermand, 
That came too lag to ſee him buried, 
God grant that ſome leſs noble, and leſs loyal, 
Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in Llood, 
Deterve no worle than wretched Clarence did, 
And yet go curreut from ſuſpicion. 


Enter Lord Stanley, 


Stanl, A boon, my Sov'reign, for my ſervice done* 
X. Edw, I pry'thee, peace; my foul is full of ſorrow · 
Stanl. | will not riſe, unleſs your Highneſs hear me. 
XK Edi». Then ſay at once, what is it thou requeſt it. 
Stanl, The forfeit, Sov'reign, of my ſervant's life, 
Who ſlew to day a riotous gentieman, 
Lately attendant on the Puke of Norfolk. 

K. Eqdw, Have I a tongue to doom my brother's 
And ſhall that tongue give pardon to a flave ? [death ? 
My brother kill d no man; his fault was thought; 
And yet his puniſhment was bitter death. 

Who ſued to me for him ? who, in my wrath, 
Kneel d at my ſeet, and bid me be advis'd ? 
Who ſpoke of brotherhood ? who ſpoke of love ? 
Who told me, how the poor ſoul did foriake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight ior me? 
Who told me, in the field at Tewktbnry, 
When Oxford had me down, he reſcued me ? 
And ſais, Dear brother, live and be a King? 
Who told me, when we both lay in the field, 
Frozen almoſt tc death, how he did lap me, 
Ev'n in his garments, and did give himlelt 

All thin and naked to the numb cold night ? 
All this from my remembrance !.ratith wrath 
Sinfully pluck'd, and not a man of you 

Had fo much grace to put it in my mind, 

But when your carters, or your waiting vaſſale, 
Have done a drunken ſlaughter, and deſac d 
The precious image of our dear Redeemer; 
You (ira ht are on your knees for pardon, pardon, — 
And l, u juſtly roo, mull grant it you. 

But for my brother not a man would ſpeak, 
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Nor I ungracicus, ſpake unto myſelf 

For him, poor ſoul, The proudeit of you all 

Have been beholden to him in his lite: 

Yet none of you would once plead for his life. 

O God ! I fear thy juſtice will take hold 

On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this, 

Come, Haſtings, help me to my cloſet, Ah, 

Poor Clarence! [ Exeunt ſome with the King and Queer. 
Glo, 1 heie are the fruits of rathneis : mark d you 

How that the guilty kindred of the Queen ſ not, 

Look'd pale, when they did hear ot Clarence” death l 

O ! they did urge it ſtill unto the King, 

God will revenge it. Come, Lords, will you go 

To comfort Edward with our company ? [Exeunt, 


$S CENE II. 


Enter the Ducheſs of York, with the tue children of Cla- 
rence. 


Son. Good grandam, tell us, is our father Cead ? 
Duch. No, boy. 
augh., Why do you weep ſo oft? and beat your 

And cry, O Clarence! my unhappy ion! [ breaſt ? 

Son, Why do you look on us, and ſhake your head, 
And call us orphans, wretches, caſtaways, 
II that our noble father be alive? 

Duch. My pretty couſins, you miſtake me both. 
do lament the ſickneis oi the King, 
As loth to loſe Rim; not your father's death; 
It were loſt forrow to wail one that's lott. 

Son. I ken you conclude, my grandam, he is dead. 
The King mine uncle is to blame for this. 
God will revenge it, whom 1 will impoi tune 
With daily earneſt prayers. 

Daugh. And fo will 1. | 

Duch. Peace, children, peace ! the King doth love 
incapable and thallow innocents ! [you well. 
Lou cannot guets who caus d your father's death, 

Son. Crandam, we can; tor my good uncle Clo fler 
Told me, the King. provok d to't by che Queen, 
Devis'd impeachments to imprilon him; 


And when my uncle told me 1o, he wept, 
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And pitied me, and kindly kiis'd my cheek ; 
Bade me rely on him, as on my father, 
And he would love me dearly as his child, 
Duch. Ah! that deceit thould Real ſuch gentle ſhape, 
And with a virtuous vizard hide deep vice ! 
He is my fon, ay, and therein my ſh me; 
Yet from my dugs he drew not this dece t. 
Sen. Think you my uncle did diſſembole, grandam ? 
Duch Ay. boy. 
Sex, I cannot think it. Hark what noiſe is this ? 


Enter the Qucen with her hair about her earr, Rivers and 
Doriet after her. 


Qucen. Ah! who ſhall hinder me to wail and weep 

To chide my fortune, and torment myiclt ? 

I'll join with black deſpair againtt my foul, 

And to myſelf become an eneiny. 
Dauch. What means this ſcene of rude impatience ? 
Deen. To make an act of tragic violence. 

Edward, my Lord, thy fon, our King, is dead. 

Why grow the branches when the root is gone ? 

Why wither not the leaves that want their ſap ? 

If you will live, lament ; if die, be brief; 

That our ſwift winged ſouls may catch the King's; 

Or, like obediert ſubjects follow him, 

To his new kingdom of perpetual reſt, 
Dach. Ah! fo much int'reſt have 1 in thy ſorrow, 

As I had title to thy Noble huſband. 

have bewept a worthy huſband's death, 

And liv'd by looking on his images. 

But now two mirrors ot h's priucely ſemblance 

Are crack d in pieces by malignant death; 

And 1 tor comtort have but one talte glais, 

That grieves me when I ſce my thame in him. 

Thou art a widow, yet thou art a mother, 

And halt the comfort of thy children lelt : 

But Death hath ſnatch'd my huſband from mine arms, 

And pluck'd two crutches from my feeble hands, 

Clarence and Edward. O, what cauſe have 1 

( : hine being but a moiety of my grief) 

Jo overgo thy plai ts, and drown thy cries ! 


San. Ab, aunt! you wept not for our father's death: 
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How can we aid you with our kindred-tears ? 

Daug“. Our tatherleis diſtreſs was leſt unmoan'd, 

Your widow-dolours hkewiſe be unwe; t! 

Queen. Give me no help in lamentation, 

I am not barren to bring trth complaints *: 

Ah, for my huſband, for my dear Lord Edward! 
il. Ah, for our father, tor our dear Lor Clarence! 
Duch. Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and Cla- 

rence ! 
Queen. What ſtay had I but Edward? and he's gone. 
Chil. What Ray had we but Clarence? and he's gone. 
Duch. M hat ſtays had I but they? and they are gone. 
Dneen, Was never widow had fo dear a lots, 
Chil, Were never orphans had fo dear a loſs, 
Duch, Was never mother had fo dear a 1018. 

Alas! I am the mother of theſe griefs ; 

Their woes are parcell'd, mine are general. 

She for an Edward weeps, and ſo do!: 

I tor a Clarence weep, ſo doth not ſhe; 

Theſe babes for Clarence weep, and ſo do l. 

Alas! you three, on me threefold diſtreis'd 

Pour all your tears; I am your ſorrow's nurſe, 

And Iwill pamper it with lamentations. 

Derſ. Comfort, dear mother; God is much diſpleas d. 

That with unthanktulne's you take his doing. 

In common worldly things tis call'd ungrateful 

With dull unwillingne is to pay a debt, 

W hich with a bounteous hand was kind!y lent : 

Much more to be thus oppoſite with Heav'n ; 

For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 

Riv. Madam, bethink you like a careful mother, 

Ot the young Prince your fon ; fend (traight for him, 

Jet him be crown'd ; in him your comfort lives. 

Drown detp'rate ſorrow in dead Edward 's grave, 

And plant your joys in living Edward”: throne, 


* — biing forth complaints: 
All ſprings reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
Thet I, being govern'd by the wat'ry mon, 
May ferd forth plertevus tears to drown the world. 
Ab, for wy hutbaid, &e. 
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$SCENE III. 


Enter Glouceſter, Buckingham, Staaley, Haſtings, and 
Rateliff. 


Glo Siſter, have comfort : all of ne have cauſe 
To wail the dinnin of our ſh ning ſter; 
But none can help our harms by wailing them. 
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy ; 
I did not fee you —— Hamvly on my knee 
I crave your bleſſing. 

Duch. God bleſs thee, and put meekneſ: in thy breaft, 
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty. 

Glo. Amen, and make me die a good old man 
That is the butt-end of a mother's bleſſing; 
I marvel that her grace did leave it out. [ Ade. 

Buck. You cloudy princes, and heart · ſorrowing peers, 
That bear this matual heavy load of moan, 
Now chear each other in each other's love. 
Though we have ſpent our harveſt of this King, 
We are to reap the harveſt of his ſon. 
The broken rancour of your high-ſwoln hearts, 
But lately ſpliater d. knit and join'd her, 
Muſt gently be preſerv'd, cheriſh'd, and kept. 
Me ſeemeth good, that, with ſome little train, 
Forthwith from Ludlow the young Prince be fetch'd 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our King. 

Riv. Why with ſome little train, my Lord of Buck- 

ingham ? 

Buck Marry, my Lord, left by a multitude 
The new-heal'd wound of malice ſhould break out ; 
Which wou'd be ſo much the more dangerous, 
By how much the eſtate is yet ungovern d. 
M here every horſe bears his commanding rein, 
And may direct his courſe as pleaſe himſelf, 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 
In my opinion ought to be prevented. 

Glo. 1 hope the King made peace with all of us; 
And the comp ict is firm and true in me. 

Riv, And fo in me; and fo I think in all, 
Yet fince it is but green, it ſhould be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach, 


if 
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Which haply by much comp inv might be urg'd ; 
Theref ne t ſay, with Noble Buckin chan, 
That i is meet but few ſhould fetch the Prince, 

Haſt. And lo ſay 1 

Glo. Then be it ſo; and go we to determine 
Who they ſhall be that ſtrait ſhall poll to Ludlow. 
Madam, and yo'r my liter, will you co, 
To g've your ceniuies * in this weighty buſineſs ? 

[ Exeunt, 


Manent Buckingham and Gloucelter. 


Buck My Lord, whoever jonrnies to the Prince, 

For God's ſake let not us two ſtay at home; 

For by the way Ill fort occaſion, 

As index to the ſtory we late talk'd of, 

To part the Queen's proud kindred from the Prince. 
Cle. My other ſelf, my counſel's conſiſlory, 

My oracle. my prophet ! My dear couſin, 

I, as a child, will go by thy direction. 

Tow'rd Ludlow then, for we'll not ſtay behind. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. Changes to a ftreet near the court. 
Enter one Citizen at one door, and another at the other. 


1 Cit, Good morrow neighhour ; whether away ſo 

2 Cit, I promiſe you I hardly know mylelf: [faſt? 
Hear you the news abroad ? 

1 Cit. Ves; the King is dead. 

2 Cit Ill news, ty'c Lady; ſeldom comes a better: 
| fear, I fear, 'twill prove a giddy world. 


Enter an:ther Citizen. 


3 Cit Neighbours, God ſpeed ! 
1 Cit. Give you good morrow, Sir. 
3 Cit. Doth the news hold of good King Edward's 
death ? 
2 Cit Ay, Sir, it is too true: God help the while! 
3 Cit. Then, Matiters look to fee a troublous world. 
1 Cit No. no, by God's good grace his lon ſhall reign, 
Cit Wo to that land tnat's vovern'd by a child! 
2 Cit la him there is a hope of government: 
Which in his nonage counſel under him, 
* Cenſures for counſe s. 
vol. V. 8 
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And, in his full and ripen'd years, himſelf, 
No doubt ſhall then, and till then povern well. 

1 Cit. So ſtood the ſtate when Henry the Sixth 
Was crown'd in Paris but at nine month ol 1. 


3 Cit. Stoo:! the ſtate fo ? no, no. pood friends, God 


For then thi: land was famovſly inrich d [ wot ; 
With politic prave coun'el ; then the King 
Had virtuous uncles to protect his Grace. 
1 Cit, Why, io hath this, both by his father and 
mother. 
3 Cit. Better it were they all came by his father ; 
Or by his father there were none at all : 
For emulation who ſhall now be neareſt, 
Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not. 
O, full of danger i is the Duke of Glo ſter; 
And the Queen's ſons and bre thers bavghty, proud : 
And were they to be rul'd, and not to rule, 
1 his fickly land might folace as before. 
1 Cit Come, come, we tear the workt; all will bow. 
3 Cit. When clouds are ſeen, wile men put on their 
cloaks ; 
When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand: 
When the fun iets, who doth not look for night ? 
Untimely ſtorms make men expect a dearth : 
All may be well; but if od fort it fo, 
”1is more thau we ceſerve, or | expect. 
2 Cit Truly the hearts of men are full of fear : 
You cannot reaſon almoſt with 4 man 
That looks not heavily, and full of dread. 
3 Cit vefore the days of change, ſtill is it ſo; 
By a divine inſtinct mens minds miſtruſt 
Enſuing danger; as by proof we ſee 
The waters {well before a borſt'rous ſtorm. 
But leave it all to God, M hither away? 
2 Cit. Watry. we were ſent for to the juſtices, 
3 Cit. And fo was I, I'll bear you company. { £xeunt. 


SCENE V. Changes to the court. 


Enter Arct biſhop of York, ite young Duke of York, the 
Queen, and the Duche;s of York. 


Arch, 1 heard they lay the laſt night at Northampton, 
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At Stony-Stratford they do reſt to night: 

To morrow, or next day, they will be here. 

Duch. | long with all my heart to fee the Prince ; 

1 hope he is much grown ſince laſt I ſaw him. 

Queen. But | hear, not; they fay my ſon of York 
Has almoſt overta'en him in his growth. 

York, Ay, mother; but 1 would not have it ſo. 

Duch. Why, my young coulin, it is vond to grow, 

York, Grand m, one night as we did fit at ſupper, 
My u:cle Rivers talk d how | did grow 
More than my brother. Ay, quoth my uncle Glo'ſter, 
Small herbs have grace, great we-ds do grow apace. 
And ſince, methinks {| woul i not grow fo falt, 

Becanie ſweet flow rs are flow, and weeds make haſte. 
Duch. Good faith, good faith, the ſaying did not hold 

In hm that did obje& the ſame to thee. | 

He was the wetched'it thing when he was young; 

So long a growing, and to leiſurely, 

That if his rule were true, be thould be gracious 
York, And to no doubt he is, my gracious Madam. 
Duch. | hope be is; bat vet let mothers doubt, 
York, Now, by my troth, if I had been remember'd, 

I could have giv'n my uncle's Grace a flout 

To touch his growth nearer than he touch'd mine, 
Duch. How, my young York ? I pr'ythee, let me 

hear it, 

York. Murry, they ſay my uncle grew fo fiſt, 

That he coul ! gnaw a cruit at two hours old; 

'was tull two years ere 1 coul get a tooth. 

Grandam, this would have been a biting jeſt. 

Duch. I pr'ythee, pretty York, who told thee this? 

Tork. Grand um, his nurſe. 

Duch. His nurſe! why, ſhe was dead ere thou waſt 

born, 

Tork It *twere not ſhe, I cannot tell who told me. 
Queen. A parlous boy — go to, you are too ſhrewd, 
Duch. Good Madam, be not angry with a child. 
Qucen. Pitchers have ears. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Arch. Here comes a meſſenger. What news? 
Meg. duch news, my Lord, as grieves me to report. 
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Queen How doth the Prince? 

Meß, Well, Madam, and in health. 

Dich M hat is thy news ? 

n eff. Lord River: and Lord Gray are ſent to Pomfret, 
With them Sir T homas Vaughan. pritoners, 

Duch M ho hath committed them? 

Mel. The mighty Dukes, 

Glo iter and Buckingham. 

Arch. For what offence ? 

Meß. The ſum of all I can I have diſclos'd. 
Why, or for what, the nobles were committed, 
I. all unknown to me, my grac'ous Lady. 

Qu en. Ah me ! I fee the ruin of my houſe ; 
The tyger now hath 1erz'd the gentle hind. 
Inſulting tyranny begins to jut 
Upon the innocent and awlels throne : 

V elceme, deſtruction. blood, and maſſacre! 
I] ſee, as in a map, the end of all. 

Duch. Accurſed and unguiet wrangling days 1 

How many of you have mine eyes beheld ? 

My hutband lolt his life to get the crown, 

And otten up and down my ſons were tols'd, 

For me to joy and weep their gain and lols : 

And being ſeated, and domettic broils 

(lean overblown, themſelves the conquerors 
Make war upon themſelves, blood againſt blood, 
Selt againſt telf ; O moſt prepoit-rous 

And trantic outrage ! end thy damned ſpleen ; 
Or et me die, to look on death no more, 

Qu en. Come, come, my boy, we will to ſanctuary. 
Madam, farewel. 

Duch, Stay, I will go with yon. 

Qucen. You have no cauſe. 

Arch, My gracious Lady go, 
And thither bear your treaſure and your goods. 
For my part, I'll reſign unto your Grace 
The ſeal I keep; and ſo betide it me, 
As well 1 tender you, and all of your's! 


Go, 1 ll conduct you to the ſanctuary. [Exeunt, 
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AST Mm ES % ® In © 
In London. 


The trumpets ſound. Vnter Prince of Wales, the Dukes of 
Gloucelter and Buckinghain, Archbiſhop, with others, 


Buck. W Elcome. ſweet Prince, to London, to your 
chamber “. 
Clo, Welcome, dear couſin, my thoughts' ſovereign ; 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 
Prince. No uncle, but our croſſes on the way 
Have made it tedious, weariſome and heavy. 
want more uncles here to welcome me. 
Glo Sweet Prince, th' untainted virtue of your years 
Hath not yet div'd iato the world's deceit : 
Nor more can you diſtinguiſh of a man, 
Than of his outward thew, which God he knows, 
Seldom or never jumpeth with the heart. 
Thoſe uncles which you want, were dangerous: 
Your Grace attended to their ſugar'd words, 
But look'd not on the poiſon of their hearts; 
God keep you from them, and from ſuch ſalſe friends? 
Prince. God keep me from falie friends! but they 
were aone. 
Glo, My Lord, the Mayor of London comes to greet 
vou. 


Enter Lord Mayor. 
__ Oy Grace with health and happy 
| 


ys ! 

Prince. I chank you, good my Lord, and thank you 
I thought my mother and my brother York [all : 
M ould long ere this have met us on the way. 
Fie, what a flug is Haltings ! th+t he c mes not 
To tell us whether they will come or no. 


Enter Lord Haltings. 
Buck, N good time he: e comes the ſweating 
Prince, V elcoine, my Lord. What, will our mother 
come? 


_—_— ——— ů —-— 
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Hit. On what occaſion, God he knows, not J, 
The Queen your mother, and your brother York, 
Have taken ſanctuary; the tender Prince 
Would fain have come with me to meet your Grace, 
But by his mother was perforce with-held. 

Buck. Fie, what an indit ect and peevilth courſe 
Is this of her's? Lord Cardinal, will your Grace 
Pei ſuade the Queen to ſend the Duke of York 
Unto his princely brother preſently ? | 
If ſhe deny, Lord Haſtings, you go with him, 
And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce. 
Arch. My Lord of B.ckingham, if my weak oratory 
Can from his mother win the Duke of York, 
Anon expect him here; but if the be 
Obdurate to intreaties, Cod forbid 
We ſhould infringe the holy privilege 
Of ſanuary ! not for all this land 
Would I be guilty ot ſo deep a fin, 
Buck You are too ſenſeleſs-obſtinate, my Lord, 
Joo ceremonious and traditional . 
Weigh it but with the greenneſs of his age, 
Lou break not ſanctuary, in ſeizing him. 
The benefit thereof is always granted 
To thoſe whoſe dealings have deſerv'd the place, 
And thoſe who have the wit to claim the place ; 
This prince hath neither claim d it, nor deterv'd it; 
Theretore, in mine opinion, cannot have it. 
Then taking him trom thence that is nor there, 
You break no privilege nor charter there. 
Oft have I heard of ſanctuary-men, 
but ſanctuary children ne'er till now. 
Arch. My Lord, you ſhall o'er-rule my mind for once; 
Come on, Lord Haſtin gs, will you go with me? 
Hoſt. 1 go, my Lord. 
[Exeunt Archbiſhop and Haltings, 
Prince Good. Lords, m ke all the tpeedy hatte you 
Say, uncle Glo'ſter, it our brother come, [ may, 
V\ here ſhall we 1cjouru till cur coronation ? 
Gio, M here it feems belt unto your Royal ſelf, 
I! I may counſel you, ſome day or two 


® Ceremonicus, fer ſuper, itious; traditional, for adbcrent to oli 
cite. ; 
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Your Highneſs ſhall repoſe you at the Tower : 
Then where you pleaſe, and ſhall be thought moſt fit 
For your beſt health and recreation. 
Prince, | do not like the Tower of any place. 
Did Julius Cæſar build that place, my Lord? 
Buck He d:.', my gracious Lord, begin that place, 
Which ſince ſucceeding ages have re- built. 
Prince, ls it upon record? or elie reported 
Succeſſively from age to age he built it? 
Buck. Upon record, my gracious Lord, 
Prince. Bur ſay, my Lord, it were not regiſter'd, 
| Methinks the trath ſhould live from age to age, 
As twere intail'd to all poſterity, 
Evcu to the general all-ending day. 
Ghz. So wile, ſo young, they ſay, do ne'er live long. 
Prince. What (ay you, u cle? 
Glo. I ſay, without characters Fame lives long. 
Thus like the formal-wite Antiquity Afide. 
I moralize : two meanings in one word. 5 
Prince. That Julius Cziar was a famous man; 
With what his valour did enrich his wit, 
His wit ſet down to make his valour live. 
Death made no couqueſt of this conqueror ; 
For now he lives in fame, though not in life. 
I'll tell you what, my couſin Buckingham. 
Buck. What, my Gracious Lord? 
Prince An' if 1 live until I be a man, 
FI! win our ancient right in France again, 
Or die a ſoldier, as i liv'd a King. 
Glo. Short ſummer ligh.ly has a forward ſpring. 


ce; Enter York, Haſtings, ana Archibald. 
e time here comes the Duke of 
York. 
199, Prince Richard of York, how fares our Noble bro- 
you ther ? | 
a. Y:rk. Well my dread Lord, ſo muſt I call you now. 


Prince. Ay, brother, to our grief, as it i your's 3 
Too late he dy d that might have kept that title, 
Which by his death hath loit much majeity. 
+ ol Glo. How fares our couſi n. Noble Lo d of Vork? 


Terk. | thank you, gentle uncle. © wy Lord, 
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You ſaid, that idle weeds are faſt in growth ; 

The prince my brother hath outgrowu me far. 
Glo. He hath, my Lord. 

York. And theretore is he idle? 

Glo. Oh, my fair couſin, 1 muſt not ſay fo. 
York. Then is he more beholden to you than I. 
Glo. He may command me as my Sovereign, 

But you have pow'r in me as in a kinſman. 

York. I pray you, uncle, then give me this dagger. 
Glo. My dagger, little coufin ? with all my heart. 
Prince. A beggar, brother ? 

York. Of my kind uncle, that I know will give; 

And being a toy, it is no grief to give. | 
Glo. A greater gift than that 11] give my couſin. 
York. A greater gift? O, that's the ſword to it. 

Cle. Ay, gentle couſin, were it light enough. 

York. O, then | fee you'll part but with light gifts 5 
In weightier things you'll fay a beggar Nay. 

Glo It is too weighty for your Grace to wear, 

York, I weigh it ligbtly were it heavier. 

Glo. What, would you have my weapon, little Lord? 

York. I would, that I might thank you, as you call me. 

Glo. How? 

York. Little. 

Prince. My Lord of Yurk will till be croſs in talk: 

Uncle, your Grace knows how to tear with him : 
Y:rk You mean to bear me, not to bear with me: 

Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me, 

Becau'e that I am little ke an ape, 

He thinks that you ſhould bear me on your ſhoulders. 
Buck, With what a ſharp provided wit he reaſons ! 

To mitigate the ſcorn he gives his uncle, 

He pretiily and aptly tauats him elt; 

So cu.wng, and to young, is wonderful. 
Glo. My gracious Lord will't piea.e you paſs along? 

Mytelf and , grod coulin — =_ 

Will to your mother, to intreat of her 

1o meet you at the Lower, and welcome you. 

I,. What ? will you go unto the Tower, my Lord? 
Pri:ce My Lord Protector needs will have it fo. 
Tork. I {hall not fleep in quiet at the T ower. 

Cle. Why, ulat lhould you fear? 


? 
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York. Marry, my uncle Clarence” angry ghoſt : 
My grandam told me be was murther'd there, 

Prince | tear no uncles dead. 

Glo, Nor none that live. I hope. 

Prince. An if they live, 1 hope I need not fear. 
But come, my Lord, and with a heavy heart, 
Thinking un them. go I unto the Tower. 

[Exeunt Prince, York, Haltings, and Archbiſhop. 


n 
Manent Glouceſter, Buckingham, and Cateſby, 


Buck. Think you. my Lord, this little prating York 
Was not incenſed by his ſubtle mother, 

To taunt and ſcorn you thus opprobriouſly ? 

Glo, No doubt, no doubt: oh, tis a per lous boy, 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable; 

He's all the mother's, from the top to toe. 

Buck, Well, let them reſt. Come, Cateſby, thou art 
As deeply to effect what we intend, [ ſworn 
As cloſely to conceal what we impart. . 

Thou know'ſt our reaſons urged upon the way: 
What think ſt thou? is it not an eaſy matter 
To make Lord William Haſtings of our mind, 
For the inſtalment of this Noble Duke 

In the ſeat-royal of this famous ifle ? 

Cateſ. He for his tather's take fo loves the Prince, 
That he will not be won to aught againſt him. 

Buck, What thiak't thou then of Stanley? will not 

Cateſ. He will do all in all as Haſtings doth. [he? 

Buck, Well then, no more than this: go, gentle 

Cateſby, 
And, as it were far off, ſound thou Lord Haſtings, 
How he doth ſtand affecteꝗ to our purpoſe ; 
And ſummon him to-morrow to the Tower, 
To fit about the coronation. 

It thou doſt find him tractableto us, 
Encourage him, and tell him all our reaſons: 
If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 

Be thou fo too; and ſo break off the talk, 
And give us notice of his inclination : 
For we to-morrow bold divided councils, 
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Wherein thyſelf ſhalt hizbly be employ'd. 

Glo. Commend me to Lord Wilham; tell him, 
His antient knot of dangerous adverſaries [Catelby, 
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret caſtle; 

And bid my friend, for joy of thy good news, 
Give iſtreſs Shore one gentle kiſs the more. 

Buck. Good Cateſby, go, effect this buſineſs ſoundly, 

Cateſ. My good Lords both, with all the hee 1 can, 

Gl» Shall we hear from you, Cateſby, ere we fleep ? 

Cateſ. Tou fthail, my Lord, = 

Glo. At. Croſby- place, there you ſhall find us both, 

[ Exit Cateſby, 

Buck. My Lord, what ſball we do, if we perceive 
Lord HaPings will not yield to our complots ? 


Glo. Chop off his head, man ; ſomewhat we will do; 


And look, when 1 am King, cl:iim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereford, and the, moveables 
Whereof the King my hrother load poſſeſs d. 


Buck. 1'll claim that promite.at your Grace's hand, 


Glo. And look to have it yielded with all kindneſs. 
Come, let us ſup betimes, that afterwards 


We may digeſt our complots in fone form. [Exeunt, 


SCENE Ik Beere Lord Haſting's houſe. 
Eater a Meſſenger to the door of Haſtings, 


Me. My Lord, my Lord 
Hal. [Mi bin.] Who knocks ? 
Meß One from Lord Stanley. 
Hat. What is't o clock? 

Mei. Upon the ſtroke of four. 


Enter Lord Haſtings. 


Haſt. Cannot thy maſter ſleep theſe tedious nights: 
Meß. So it appears by what I have to ſay : 

Firſt, he commends him to your Noble ſelf. 
Hat What then? ; 


Me Then certifies your Lordſhip, that this night 


He dream'd the boar had raſed off his helm: 
Beſides, he ſays, there are two councils held ; 

And that may be determin'd at the one, 

Which may make you aud him to rue at th' other; 
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Therefore he ſents to know your Lordſhip's pleaſure, 
It you will preſently take horte with him, 
And with all ſpeed poſt with im tow'rits the north, 
To ſhun the danger that le fou! dr vines. 
Haſt. Go, fellow, go, return uuto tuy Lord, 
Pid him not fear the ſeparated council, 
His Honour and n yie!t are at the one; 
And at the other is my good friend Cateſby ; 
Where nothing can proceed that touchetn us, 
Wherecf | ſhall not have intellige ce. 
Tell him, his fears are ſhallow, wanting inſtance ; 
And for his dreams, I wonder he's fo fond 
To truſt the mock ry of unquict flumbers, 
To fly the boar before the boar pu lues, 
Vere to incente the boar to toilyuw us, 
And wake puriw't where he did mean no chace. 
Go, bid thy m- ſter rite, and come to we; 
And we will both together ro the Tower, 
Where he {hall fee the boar will uſe us kindly, 
Meß. Vil go, my Lord, and tell him what you ſay, 
[ Exit, 


Enter Cateſby. 


Cateſ. Many good morrows to my Noble Lord ! 
Haſt. Good-morrow, Cateſby ; you are early ſtirring. 

What news, what news, in this our tott'ring fate ? 
Cate. It is a reeling world, indeed, my Lord; 

And I Leheve will never ſtand upright, 

Till Richard wear the garland of the realm 


Hal. How | wear the garland ? doſt thou mean the . 
Cate, Ay, wy good Loi d. ſcrown? , 


Haft. I Il have ths crown of mine cut from my thoul- 
Before ['ll fee the crown io foul miiplac d. [ ders, 
But canſt thou gueſs that he doth aim at it? 

Cateſ. Ay, on wy life, and hopes to fiud you forward 
Upon his party, fur the gain thereof : 

And thereupon he ſends you tins good news, 
That this lame very day your enemes. 
The kindred of the Queen, muit die at Pomfret. 

Haſt, indeed | am no mourner fer that news, 
Becaule they have been ſtill my adverſaries ; 

But that II give my voice on Richard s üde, 


* 
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To har my maſter's heirs in true deſcent, 
God knows, I will not do t. to the death. 
Cate/. God keep your Lorethip in that gracious mind! 
Haft But | ſhall laugh at tui, a twelvemonth hence, 
That they who brought me in my maſter's hate, 
I hve to look upon their tragedy. 
Well, Cateſby, ere a fortnight make me older, 
I'll ſend ſome packing that yet think not on't. 
Cate Vis a vile thing to Te, my gracious Lord, 
When men are unprepar'd and lock not tor it. 
Haft. O monſtrons., monfirons! and fo falls it out 
Wich Rivers, Vaughan, Gray: ant fo twill do 
With ſome men elſe, who think themſeives as ſafe 
As thou and I; who, as thou know'it, are dear 
To princely Richard and ro Buckmyham, 
Cateſ. The pi ines both make high account of you 
For they account his head upon tbe briuge, {| e. 
Haft. I know they do; and 1 have well deſerv's it. 


Come on, come on, where is your boar-ſpear, man? 
Fear you the boar, and go ſo unprovided ! 
Stan, My Lord, morrow; and 

You may jeſt on, but, by the holy rood, 
1 do not I ke theſe feveral councils, I. 
Haſt. My Lord, I hold my life as dear as you doyour's. 
And never in my days, I do proteſt, 
Was it ſo precious to me as tis now 
Think you, but that I know our ſtate ſecure, 
I would be fo triumphant as I am ? 
Stan. The Lords at Pomfret, when they rode from 
London, 
Were jocnnd, and ſuppos'd their Rates were ſure; 
And ihey indeed had no cauſe to miſtruſt : 
But yet, you ſee, how ſoon the day o'ercaſt. 
This ſudden ſtab of rancour 1 miſdoubt; 
Pray God, 1 fay I prove a needleſs coward ! 
What, ſhall we tow':d the Tower ? the day is ſpent. 
Haft. Come, come, have wits you: wot ye what, 
my Lord? 
To-day the Lords you talk of, are beheaded. 


J-morrow, 
[ Cateſby. 
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Stan. They, for their truth, might better wear their 
heads, 
Than ſome that have accus'd them wear their hats. 
But come, my Lord, away, 


Enter a Purſuivant, 
Ha. Go on belore, I'll talk with this goo fellow, 
[Exeunt Lord Stanley and Cateſby. 
Sirrah, how now ? how goes the world with thee ? 
Purſ. The better that your Lordlhip pleaſe to aſk. 
Haſft. | tell thee, man, tis better with me now, 
Than when thou met'it me laſt where now we meet. 
Then l was going priſoner to the Tower, 
By the ſuggeſtion of the Quzen's allies ; 
But now | tell thee, (keep it to thyſelf), 
This day thoſe enemies are put to death, 
And l in better ſtate thin e er I was, 
Pur. God hold it to your Hoaour's good content! 
Haſt. Gramercy, fellow ; there, drink that for me. 


[ Throws hm his purſe, 

Purſ. I thank your Honour. [Exit Purſuivant, 
Enter a Prieſt. 

Prigſt. Well met, my Lord, I'm glad to ſee your 


Honour. 
Haſt. Ithank thee, good Sir John, with all my heart; 
I'm in your debt for your laſt exerciſe. 
Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you. 
[He whiſpers. 
Enter Buckingham. 


_ Buck. What, talking with a prieſt, Lord Chamber- 
lain ? 
Your friends at Pomfret they do need the prieſt, 
Your Honour hath no ſhriving work in hand. 
Haſt. Good faith, and when I met this holy man, 
The men you talk of came into my mind, 
What, go you tow'rd the Tower? 
Buck. 1 do, my Lord, but long I ſhall not Ray, 
1 ſhall return before your Lordſhip thence. 
Haſt, Nay, like enough, for 1 ſlay dinner there. 


vor. v. T 


220 King Richard IIl. Act 3. 
Buck. And ſupper too, altho' thou know'ſt it not. 


; [ Afede. 
Come, will you go ? 
Haft. I'll wait upon your Lordſhip, [Exeaunt. 


SCENE IV. Changes to Pemſret caſtle. 


Enter Sir Richard Ratcliff, with halberts, carrying Lord 
Rivers, Lord Gray, and Sir Thomas Vaughan, 7s 
death. | 
Rat. Come, bring forth the priſoners. 

Riv. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this, 

To- day ſhalt thou behold a fubje& die, 

For truth, ſor duty, and for loyalty. 

Feray God keep the Prince from all the pack of you ! 

A knot you are of damred blood ſuckers. 

Vaugh. You live that ſhall cry woe for this hereaſter. 
Rat. Diſpatch; the limit of your lives is out. 
Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret! O thou bloody priſon, 

Fatal and ominous to Noble Peers ! 

Within the guilty cloſure of thy walls 

Richard the Second, here, was hack'd to death ; 

And, for more ſlander to thy diſmal ſeat, 

Me give to thee our guiltleſs blood to drink. 

Gray. Now Marg'ret's curſe is fall'n upon our heads, 

When ihe exclaimed on Haſtings, you, and I, 

For ſtanding by when Richard ſtabb'd her fon, 

Riv. Then curs'd ſhe Richard, curs'd ſhe Buckingham, 

Then curs'd ſhe Haſtings. O remember, God! 

To hear her prayer tor them, as now for us. 

As for my filter, and her princely ſons, 

Be ſatisfy d, dear God, with our true blood; 

Which, as thou know'ſt, unjulily mult be ſpilt. 

Rat. Make halte, the hour of death is now expir'd. 
Riv. Come, Gray; come, Vaughan; let us all em- 
brace ; 


Farewel, until we meet again in heaven. [Exeurt. 


SCENE V. The Tower. 


Buckingham, Stanley, Haſtings, Biſhop of Ely, Cateſby, 
Lovel, wth ethers, at a table. 
| Haſt, Now, Noble Peers, the cauſe why we are met 


unt. 


eſby, 


met 
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Is to determine of the coronation . 
In Ged's name ſpeak, when is the royal day ? 
Buck. Are all things ready for that royal time? 
Stan. They are, aud want but nomination. 
Ely. To-morrow then | judge a happy day. 
Buck. Who knows the Lord Protector's mind herein? 
Who is moſt Snward with the Noble Duke? 
Ely. Your Grace, we think, ſhould ſooneſt know his 
mind, 
Buck. We know each other's faces : for our hearts, 
He knows no more of mine than | of your's; 
Nor I of his, my Lord, than you of mine. 
Lord Haſtings, you and he are near in love. 
Ha. | thank his Grace, I know he loves me well. 
Put for his purpoſe in the coronation, 
I have not ſounded him ; nor he deliver'd 
His gracious pleaſure any way therein, 
But you, my Noble Lord, may name the time, 
And in the Duke's behalf I'll give my voice; 
Which 1 preſume he'l] take in gentle part. 


Enter Glouceſter, 


Ely. In happy time here comes the Duke himſelf, 
Glo, My Noble Lords and couſias all, good-morrow : 
I have been long a fleeper ; but I truſt 
My abſence doth neglect no great deſign, 
Which by my preſence might have been concluded, 
Buck. Had you not come upon your cue, my Lord, 
William Lord Haſtings had pronounc'd your part ; 
mean your voice for crowning of the King. 
Cle. Than my Lord Haſtings no man might be bolder. 
His Lordthip knows me well, and loves me well. 
My Lord of Ely, when | was lai in Holbourn, 
I ſaw good ſtrawberries in your garden there: 
do beſeech you ſend for tome of them. 
Ely. Marry, and will, my Lord, with all my heart, 
[ Exit Ely. 
Glo. Couſin of Buckingham, a word with you. 
Cateſby hath ſounded Haltings in our buſineſs, 
And finds the teſty gentleman fo hot, 
That he will loſe his head, ere give conſent, 
His maller's ſon, as worſhipfully he terms it, 
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Shall loſe the roy diy of Fngland's throne. 
Buck. Withdraw yourſelt a while; I'll go with you, 
[Exeunt Glo. and Buck, 
Star, We have not yet ſet down this day of triumph. 
Fo-morrow, in my judgment, is too ſudden; 
For I mylclf am not fo well provided, 


As elſe | would be, were the day prolong'd. 1 
Re-enter Biſhap of Ely. Stan 
Ely. Where is my Lord the Duke of Glouceſter ? Bat 
] have ſent ſtraitway for theſe ſtrawberries, Thr 
Hat. His Grace looks chearfully and ſmooth this And 
morning : As It 
There's ſome conceit or other likes him well, 0, 1 
When that he bids good-morrow with ſuch ſpirit, 1 no1 
I think there's ne'er a man in Chriſtendom As ti 
Can leſſer hide his love or hate than he; To- 
For by his face ſtrait ſhall you know his heart. And 
Stan. What of his heart perceive you in his face, Oh, 
By any likelihood he ſhew'd to-day ? Is lie 
Hai. Marry, that with no man here he is offended; Ca 
For were e, he had ſhewa it in his looks, Mak 
Re-enter Glouceſter 2:4 Buckingham. 2 
Gio, 1 pray you all, tell ms what they deſerve, Whi, 
J kat do corſpwe my death with deviliſh plots \ ho 
Of damned witchcraft, and that have prevail d Lives 
Upon my body with their Eelliſu charms. Kead 
Jia. I he tender love I tear your Grace, wy Lord, Into t 
Makes me moſt forward in this princely preſence, Lo 
Lo dcom th' offenders, whoſoe'er they be, H. 
Hy, my Lord, they have &sſerved death. pro 
Cle. Then be your eyes the witneis of their evil. That 
Look how 1 am bewitch'd ; behold, mine arm Come 
Is, Ike a blaſted ſaplir g, wither'd up. Ihey 
and this is Edward's wiſe, that monſtrous witch, 8 
Conforted with that harlot, ſtrum pet Shore, 
That by their witchcraft: thus have marked me. Enter 
Haſt. If they have done this deed, my Noble Lord — 
Glo. If: thou protector of this damned ſtrumpet. Glo 


Talk'ſt chou to me of lis? thou art a traitor 


\ 
OT with his head n 


Bow, by St Paul I iwear, And t 
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I will not dine nntil I ſee the ſame. 
Lovel and Cateſby, look that it be done, 
The reſt that love me, rife and follow me. [Exeunt. 


Manent Lovel and Cateſby, with the Lord Haſtings. 


Haſt Woe, woe, for England! not a whit for me! 
Tor I. too fond, might have prevented this. 
Stanley did dream the boar did raife our helms ; 
Bat I did ſcorn it, and diſdain to fly. 
Three times to-day my foot-cloth horſe did tumble, 
And ſtarted when he look'd upon the Tower, 
As loth to bear me to the {1 iughter - houſe. 
, now I need the prielt that ſpake to me. 
1 now repent I told the purſuivant, 
As too triumphing, how mine enemies 
To-day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd, 
And I myſelf ſecure in grace and favour. 
Oh, Marg'ret, Marg'ret, now thy heavy curſe 
Is lighted on poor Haſtings' wretched head. 
Cateſ. Come, come, diſpatch ; the Duke will be at 
dinner. 
Make a ſhort ſhrift, he longs to ſee your head. 
Haji. O momentary grace of mortal men, 
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God! 
ho builds his hope in th* air of your fair looks, 
Live, like a drunken ſailor on a malt, 
KeaGy with every nod to tumble down 
into the fatal bowels of the Jeep. 
Lov Come, come, diſpatch, tis bootleſs to ezelaim. 
Haft. O bloody Richard! miſerable England! 
I propheſy the teactull't time to thee 
That ever wretched age hath look'd upon. 
Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head. 
1 hey ſwile at me who ſhortly ſhall be dead, | Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. Changes to the Tower-walls. 


Enter Clouceſter and Buckingham in ruſiy armour, 
marvellous ill favour'd. 


Glo, Come, confin canſt thou quake and change thy 
Mu ther thy breath in middle of a word, [colour, 
And then again begin, and ſtop again, 

T 3 


224 Ring Richard III. Ac 3. 


As if thou were diſtraught, and mad with terror? 
Buck, Tut! I can counterfeit the deep tragedian, 
*peak, and look back, and pry on every ſide ; 
1 remble and ſtart at wagging of a firaw, 
Intending deep ſuſpicion: ghaſtly looks 
Are at my ſervice, like inlorced ſmiles 
And both are ready in their offices, 
At any time to grace my liratageins. 
Glo, Here comes the Mayor. 
Buck. Let me alone to entertain him. Lord Mayor,— 


Enter the Lird Mayor, attended. 


Glo. Lock to the draw-bridge there. 

Zuck. Hark, a drum! 

Glo, Cateſby, o'erlook the walls, 

Buch. Lord Mayor, the reaſon we have ſent 
Cle. Look back, defend thee, here are enemies 
Buck. God and our innocence defend and guard us! 


Enter Lovel ard Cateſby with Hallings's bead, 


Glo. Be patient, they are friends; Cateſby and Lovel 
Lev. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 
The dangerous and unſuſpected Haitings. 

Glo. So dear | lov'd the man, that 1 muſt weep, 
took him for the plaineſt, harmleſs creature, 
That breath'd upon the earth a Chriſtian: 

Mai'e him my book, wherein my foul recorded 
The hiitory of all her ſecret thoughts; 

So ſmooth he daub d his vice with ſhew of virtue, 
That (his apparent open guilt omitted, 

| mean his converſation with Shore's wife) 

He liv'd from all attainder of ſuſpect. 

Buck, Well, well, he was the covert'ſt ſhelter'd trai- 
Would you imagine, or alme!. believe, tor. 
(Were t not that by creat preſervation 
e live to tell it), that the ſubtle traitor 
his day had plotted in the council houſe, 

To murcher me and u y good Lord of Clo'ſter. 
Mayer. What? had he fo? 

Cie. What! think you we are Turks or Infidels? 

Or that we would, againſt the form of law, 


Proceed thus raſhly to the villain's death; 
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But that the extreme peril of the caſe, 
The peace of England, and our perloa's ſafety, 
Inforc'd us to this execution? 

Mayor. Now, fair befal you! he deferv'd his death; 
And your good graces both have wel! procecded, 

To warn falte traitors from the like attempts, 
I never look'd for better at his hands, 
After he once fſeil in with Miſtreſs >hore. 

Buck. Yet had not we determin'd he ſhould die, 
Uatil your Lordſhip came to ſee his end; 

Which now the loving hae of theſe our friends, 
Something againſt our meaning, hath prevented; 
Becauſe, my Lord, we would have had you heard 
The traitor peak, and tim'rouſly confeſs 

The manner and the purpoſe of his treaſons ; 
That you might well have lignity'd the lame 
Unto the citizens, who haply may 

Miſconſtti ue us in him, and wail his death. 

Mayor. Tut ! my good Lord, your Grace's word ſhall 
As well as 1 had tcen and heard him ſpeak : [ ſerve, 
And do not doubt, right noble Princes both, 

But I'll acquaiat our duteous citizens 
With all your jnſt proceedings in this caſe. 

Glo And to that end we wich'd your Lordſhip here, 
T'avoid the cenſures ot the carping world. 

Buck. Bat fince you come too late of our intent, 
Let witneſs what you hear we did tend : 

And ſo, my good Lord Mayor, we bid farewell, 
[Exit Mayer, 

Ce. Go after, aſter, couſin Buckingham. 

The Mayor towards Cuild-hall hies him in all poſt. 
There, at your meetelt vantage ot the time, 

Inter the baltaidy of Edward's children; 

Tell them how Edward put to ceath a citizen, 

Only for faying, he would make his fon 

Heir to the crown, meaning indeed his houſe, 

Which by the fign thereof was termed ſo. 

Moreover urge his hateful luzury, 

And beltial appetite in change ot Juſt, 

Which uretch'd unto their ſervants, daughters, wives, 
Ev n where his ranging eye, or lavage heart, 
Wuhout controul, lulted to make à prey, 
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Nay, for a need, thus far come near my perſon : 
Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Of that inſatiate Edward, Ncble York 

My princely father then had wars in France; 
And by juſt computation of the time, 

Found that the iſſue was not his begot : 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Being nothing like the Noble Duke my father. 

Yet touch this ſparingly, as 'twere far of; 
Becauſe, my Lord, you know my mother lives, 

Buck. Doubt not, ray Lord, I'll play the orator, 
As if the golden fee, for which I plead, 

Were for myſeli: and fo, my Lord, adieu. 

Gl; If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard's 
Where you ſhall tad me well accompanied [caſtle “, 
With reverend fathers, and well learned biſhops. 

Buck. I go, and towards three or four o'clock 
Look tor the news that the Guild-hall affords. [ Exit Buck, 

Glo. Go, Lovel, with all ſpeed to Doctor Shaw; 

Go thou to Friar Peuker; bid them both [Zo Cateſby. 
Mlect me within this hour at Baynard's caſtle. 

[Exeunt Lov. and Catel. ſcverally. 
Kow will 1 go to take ſome privy order 
Jo draw the brats of Clarence out of fight ; 
And to give order, that no ſort of perſon 
Have any time recourſe unto the princes. [ Ext, 


Enter a Scrivener, 


Scriv. Here is the indictment of the good Lord Haſt- 
Which in a ſet hand fairly is ingroſs d, [ings 
That it may be to day read o'er in Paul's 
And mark how well the ſequel hangs together, 
Eleven hours I've ſpent to write it over, . 

For yeſte night by Cateſby was it ſent me: 

The precedent was full as long a doing. 

And yet within theſe five hours Haſtings liv'd, 
Untaiuted, uuezamin'd, free, at liberty. 

Here's a good world the while; who is ſo groſs, 
That cannot ſee this palpable device ? 

vet who ſo bold, but fays be ſees it not? 

Fad is the world, and all will come to nought, 


A houſe in Thamev-ſtrect belunging to the Duke of Glouceſter, 
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M hen ſuch ill dealings muſt be ſeen in thought. Exit. 


SCENE VII. Changes to Baynard's caſtle. 
Enter Glouceſter and Buckingham, at ſeveral doore, 


Glo. How now, how now, what ſay the citizens? 
Buck. Now, by the holy mother of our Lord, 
The citizens are mum, fay not a word, 
C. Touch'd you the baſtardy of Edward's children? 
Buck. I did; with his contract with Lady Lucy, 
And his contract by deputy in France; 
Th' unſatiate greedineſs ot his deſires, 
And his inforcement of the city-wives ; 
His tyranny for trifles; his own baltardy, 
As being got, your father then in France, 
And his reſeinblance, being not like the Duke. 
Withal, 1 did infer your lineaments, 
Being the right idea of your father, 
Both in your form and nobleneſs of mind: 
Laid open all your victories in Scotland: 
Your diſcipline in war, wiſdom in peace, 
Your bounty, virtue, fair humility : 
Indeed, left nothing fitting fer the purpoſe 
Untouch'd, or ſlightly handled in diſcourſe. 
And when my oratory grew tow'rd eud, 
I bid them that Cid love their country's good, 
Cry, God fave Richard, England's Royal Kiag ! 
Glo. And Cid they io! 
Buck. No, ſo God help me: they ſpake not a word; 
But, like dumb ſtatues, or unbreathing tones, 
Star'd each on other, and lock'd deadly pale: 
Which when I ſaw, I reprechended chem; ; 
And aſk'd the Mayor, what meant this wilful ſilence? 
His anſwer was, the people were not uſed 
To be ſpoke to except by the Recorder, 
Then he was urg'd to tell my tale again: 
T hu; ſeith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inſerr'd; 
Bat nothing ſpoke in warrant from himiclt, 
\ hen he had done, ſome followers of mine own, 
At lower end o'th' hall, hu:I'd up their caps, 
Aud ſome ten voices cry'd, God fave King Richard! 
Aud thus I tcok the vantage of thoſe 1c 
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Thanks, gentle citizens and frien le, quoth I; 
This general applauſe an chearſul lhout 
Arg ues your witdom, and your love to Richard: 
And even here brake off and came away. 
Glo, What tongueleſs blocks were they, they would 
not ſpeak ? 
Willnot the Mayor thea and his brethren come ? 
Back. The Mayor is here at hand; pretend ſome fear ; 
Be not you ſpoke with, but by mighty ſuit ; 
An] look you get a prayer-book in your hand, 
And ſtand between two churchmen, good my Lord: 
For on that ground I'll build a holy deſcant : 
And be not eahly won to our requeſts : 
Play the maids part, till anſwer Nay, and take it. 
Ce | go ; and if you plea as well for them, 
As | can y Nay to thee, for mytelt, 
No ſoubt we ll bring it to a happy iſſue. [ Ex. Glo. 
Buck. 3 go up to the leads, the Lord Mayor 
ks, 


Enter Lord Mayor and Citizens. 


Welcome, my Lord, I dance attendance here; 
I think the Duke will not be ſpoke withal. 


Enter Cateſby, 


Buck. Cateſby what ſays your Lord to my requeſt ? 
Cateſ. He doth intreat your Grace, my Noble Lord, 
To viſit him to morrow, or next day; 
He is within, with two right-reverend fathers, 
Div:nely bent to meditation; 
And in no worluly ſuits would he be mov'd, 
To draw him from his holy exercite. 


Buck Return, good Cateſby, to the gracious Duke; 


Tell him, myſelf, the Mayor, and Aldermen, 

In deep deſigns, in matter of great moment, 

No lefs importing than our gea'ral good, 

Are come to have ſome cont'rence with his Grace, 
Cate. I'll ſignify io much unto him ſtrait, [ Exit. 
Buck. Ah, ah! my Lord, this prince is not an Ed- 

He is not lolling on a lewd love-bed, [ ward: 

But on his knees at meditation ; 

Not dallying with a brace of courtezans, 


But meditating with two deep div ines; 
Not ſleeping to ingrois his idle body, 
But praying to evrich his watchful foul: 
Happy were England, would this virtuous prince 
Take on his grace the ſov'reignty thereof; 
But, fare, | fear we thall not win him to it. 
Mayor Marry, God ſhicld his Grace thould ſay us 
Nay! 
Buck, i fear he will. Here Cateſoy comes again. 


Enter Cateſby. 


Cateſhy, what ſays his Grace ? 

Cateſ He Wonders to what end you have afſ-mlled 
Such troops of citizens to come to him, 
His Grace not being warn'd thercot before: 
He fears, my Lord, you mean no good to him. 

Buck. Sorry t am, my noble coulin ſhould 
Suſpe& me, that I mean no good to him: 
by Heav'n we come to him in pertect love; 
And ſo once more return, and tell his Grace. 
[Exit Cateſby, 
When holy and devout religious men 
Are at their beads, tis hard to draw them thence ; 
So ſweet is zealous contemplation. 
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Enter Glouceſter above, between two clergymen, Cateſby 
returns, | 


Mayor. See where his Grace ſtands tween two cler- 
gymen. 
Buck Two props of virtue for a Chriſlian prince, 
To ſtay him from the fall of vanity : 
And ſee a book of prayer in his hand, 
True ornaments to know a holy man. 
Famous Plantagenet! moſt gracious Prince, 
Lend favourable ear to our requeſts, 
And pardon vs the interruption 
Of thy devotion and right-chriltian zeal. 
Glo. My Lord, there nee.'s no ſuch apology ; 
I do beſeech your Grace to pardon me, | 
Who, earneſt in the ſervice of my God, 
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Deferr'd the viſitation of my friends. 
But, leaving this, what i- your Grace's pleaſure ? 
Buck. Fv'n that I hope which pleateth Cod above, 
And all good men of this ungoveru'd iſle. 
Gl», I do ſuſpect I have done ſome offence 
That ſee us diſgracious in the city's eye, 
And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 
Buck. You have, my Lord: would it might pleaſe 
your Grace, 
On our intreaties, to amend your fault, 
Ch. Elſe whereiore breathe I in a Chriſtian land? 
Buck. Know then, it is your fault that you relign 
The tupreme ſeit, the throne majeſtical, 
The ſcepter'd office of your anceſtors, 
Your ſtate of fortune, and your due of birth, 
The lineal glory of your royal houſe, 
To the corruption of a blemiſh'd ſtock : 
While in the mildneſs of your fleepy thoughts, 
Which here we waken to our country's good, 
The noble ifle Joth want her proper limbs : 
Her face detac'd with ſcars of infamy, 
Her royal ſtock graft with ignoble plants, 
And almoſt ſhoulder'd into th' ſwallowing gulph 
Of dark forgetfulneſs, and deep oblivion : 
Which to recure, we heartily ſolicit 
Your gracious ſelf to take on you the charge 
And kingly government of this your land: 
Not as Protector, ſteward, ſubſtitute, 
Or lowly factor for another's gain; 
But as ſucceſſively, from blood to blood, 
Your right of birth, your empery, your own. 
For this, conſorted with the citizens, 
Your very worſhipful and loving friends, 
And by their vehement inſtigation, 
In this jult ſuit come I to move your Grace. 
Ce. I cannot tell, if to cepart in ſilence, 
Or hitterly to ſpeak in your reproot, 
Reſt fitteth my degree, or your condition. 
For not to anſwer, you might haply think 
Tongue ty'd Ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the golden yoke of ſovereiguty, 
Which fondly you would here impoſe on me: 


3c. 8. King Richard III. 231 


If to reprove you for this ſuit of your's, 
So ſeaſon'd with your faithful love to me, 
Then, on the other ſide, I check d my frien da. 
Therefore to ſpeak, and to avoid the firit, 
And then in ſpeaking not incur the laſt, 
Definitively thus 1 anſwer you. 
Your love leſerves my thanks; but my deſert, 
Unmeritable, thuns your high requeſt. 
Firſt. if all obitacles were cut away, 
And that my path were even to the crown, 
As the ripe revenue and due of birth; 
Yet io much is my poverty ot ſpirit, 
So mighty and ſo many my defects, 
That 1 would rather hide me from my greatne 
Being a bark to brook no mighty ſea, * 
Than in my greatneſs covet to be hid, 
An | in the vapour ot my glory ſinother'd. 
But, God be thank'd, there is no need of me, 
And much 1 need to help you, were there need : 
The royal tree hath lett us royal fruit, 
Which, mellow'd by the ſtealing hours of Time, 
Will well become the ſeat of majelty ; 
Ad make us, doubtleſs, happy by his reign. 
On him 1 lay what you would lay on me, 
The right and tortune of his happy ſtars; 
Which God detend that 1 ſhould wring trom bim! 

Buck. My Lord, this argue, conſcience in your Grace. 
But the reipect thereof are nice and trivial, 
All circumſtances well confidered, 
You ſay that Edwar 4 1s your brother's ſon ; 
So ſay we too, but not by Edward's wife : 
For firſt was he contract to Lady Lucy, 
Your mother lives a witneſs to that vow ; 
And afterward by ſubſtitute betroth'd 
To Bona, fiiter to the King of France. 
Theſe both put off, a poor petitioner, 
A care-craz'd mother of a many children, 
A beauty wearing, and diſtreſſed widow, 
Ev n in the atternoon of her beit days, 
Made prize and purchaſe of his wanton eye: 
Seduc'd the pitch and height of all his thoughts 
Jo baſe declenſion and loth'd bigamy. 

You. v. U 
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By her, in his unlawful bed, he got 
This Edward, whom our manders call the Prince. 
More bitterly could 1 expoltulate, 
Save that, for reverence of ſome alive, 
] give a ſparing limit to my tongue. 
Then, gocd my Lord, take to your royal ſelf 
This proffer'd benefit of dignity ; 
If not to bleſs us and the land withal, 
Yet to draw fo: th your noble anceſtry 
From the corruption of abuſing time, 
Unto a lineal, true-derived courſe 
Maysr. Do, good my Lord, your citizens intreat you. 
Buck. Refuſe not, mighty Lord, this proſler'd love. 
Cate}. O make them j-yiul, grant their lawful ſuit, 
Glo Alas! why woul | you heap theſe cares on me 
I am unfit ſor ſtate and majeſty. 
do beſeech you take it not amiſs ; 
1 cannot, nor I will not yield to you. 
Buck. If you reſuſe it, as, in love and zeal, 
Loth to Cepoſe the child, your brother's ſon, 
(As well we know your tendernels of heart, 
And gentle, kind, eſſeminate remorſe, 
Which we have noted in you to your kincred, 
And equally indeed to all eſtates) ; 
Yet know, whe'r you accept our ſuit or no, 
Your brother's ſon ſhall never reign our King; 
But we will plant tome other in the throne, 
To the diſgrace and downfal of your houle : 
Ind in this reſolution here we leave you. 
Come, citizens, we will intreat no more, [ Exeunt. 
Cateſ Call them again, ſweet Prince, accept their ſuit; 
if you deny them, all the land will rue it. 
Glo, Will you iniorce me to a world of cares? 
Call them again; ! am not made of ſtone, 
[Exit Cateſby. 
Bat penetrable to your kind intreaties, 
Albeit againſt a conſcience and my foul. 


Ne- enter Buckingham, and the res. 


Couſin of Buckingham, and ſage, grave men, 
Since yeu will buckle Forture on my back 
To b:ar her burthen, whether : will or no, 
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I mat have patience to endare the load. 
But if black Scandal, or fonl-fac'd Reproach, 
Attend the ſequel ot your i npoſition, 
Your mere inforcement {hall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and {tains thereof, 
For God doth know, and you may partly ſee, 
How far am from the delire of this. 
Mayor. God bleſs your Grace ! we ſee it, and will 
ſay it. 
GH, In taying fo you ſhall but ſay the truth. 
Buck. i hen 1 ſalute you with this royal ntle, 
Long live King Richard, England's worthy King! 
All. amen, 
Buck. To morrow may it pleaſe you to be crown'd ? 
Glo, Ev'n when you pleaſe, for you will have it fo. 
Buck. To-morrow then we will attend your Grace, 
And fo moſt joyfully we take our leave. 
Glo. Come, let us to our holy work again, 
Farewel, my couſin; tarewel, gentle friends. [Fxeurt, 


" 2 EEE 3 © 3 © 


Before the Tower, 


Enter the Queen, Ducheſs of York, and Marquis of 
Dorſet, at ane deer; :\nne Ducheſs of Glouceſter, 
leading La:ly Margaret Plantagenet, Clarence's young 
daughter, at the other, 


Duch. W HO meets us here? my niece Planta” 
genet, | 
Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Glo'ſter? 
Now, for my lie ſhe's wand'ring to the Tower, 
On pure heart's love, to greet the tender priuces. 
Daughter, well met. 
Anne. God give your Graces both 
A happy and a joyful time of day! 
Qucen. Silter, well met; whither awzy fo faſt ? 
Anne. No farther than the Tower; and as I gueſs, 
Upon the like devotion as yourſelves, 
To gratulate the gentle princes there. 
Qucen. Kind ſiller, thanks; we'll enter all together, 
| U2 


234 King Richard 111, AR 4. 


Enter the Lieutenant. 


And in good time here the Lieutenant comes, 

Malter Lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 

How doth the Prince, and my young fon of York? 
Lieut. Right well, dear Madam; by your patience, 

I may not ſuffer you to viſit them; 

The King bath ſtrictly charg'd the contrary, 

Queen. The King? who's that? 
Lieut. I mean the Lord Protector. 
Qucen. The Lord protect him from that Kingly title! 

Hath he ſet bounds between their love and me? 

1 am their mother, who ſhall bar me from them? 
Duch. 1 am their father's mother, 1 will ſee them, 
Anne. Their aunt I am in Jaw, in love their mother: 

Then bring me to their fights, I'll bear thy blame, 

And take thy office from thee on my per il. 

Lieut. No, Madam, no, I may not leave it ſo: 

I'm bound by oath, and therefore pardon me. 

[Exit Lieut. 
Enter Stanley. 


Stan. 1 et me but meet yon, Ladies, one hour hence, 
And I'll ſalute your Grace of York as mother 
And rev'rend looker on of two fair Queens. 
Come, Madam, you muſt ſtrait to Weltminſter, 
J here to be crowned Richard's Royal Queen. 
Queen. Ah, cut my lace aſunder, 
That my pent heart may bave ſome ſcope to beat, 
Or ele 1 ſwoon with this dead killing news! 
Anne. Deſpiteful tidings, O unpleaſing news! 
Dorſ. Be ot good cheer: mother, how fares your 
Grace ! 
SQucen O Dorſet, ſpeak not to me, get thee hence, 
Death and deſtruction dog thee at thy heels; 
Thy mother's name is eminous to children, 
If thou wilt outſtrip death, go croſs the ſeas; 
And live with Richmond. from the reach cf hell. 
Go, hie thee, hie thee from this flaughter-houſe, 
Left thou increaſe the number of the dead, 
And make me die the thrall of Marg'ret's curſe 
Nor mother, wife, nor Fngland's counte Queen. 
Stan. Full of wiſe care, is this your counſel, Madam 
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Take all the ſwift advantage of the time; 
You ſhall have letters from me to my fon 
In your behalf to meet you on the way: 
Be not ta'en tardy by unwiſe delay- 
Dach, O ill-diiperſing wind ot miſery ! 
O my accurſed womb, the bed of death! 
A cockatrice halt thou hatch'd to the world, 
W hoſe unavoided eye is murtherous. 

Stan. Come, Madam, come, I in all haſte was ſent. 

Anne. And I with all unwillingneſs will go. 
O, would to God, that the inclutive verge 
Of goldea metal that mnit round my brow, 
Were red-hot itzel, to tear me to the brain! 
Anointed let me be with 42adly venom, 

And die, ere men can ſay, Cod fave the Qneen ! 

Qucen. Go, go, poor iovt | envy not thy glory; 
To feed my hu-nour, with thy ſelf no harm. 

Anne. No! why? W hen he that is my huſband 
Came to me, as 1 follow'd Henry's corſe ; [now, 
When ſ:arce the blood was well waſh'd ſrom his hands, 
Which iſſuèd trom my other angel huiband, 

And that dear faint which then 1 weeping follow'd : 
O when, I lay, I lock'd on Richard's face, 

This was wy wilh, Be thou, quoth I, accurs'd, 
For making me, ſo 1oung, fo old a widow ! 

And when thou wed'ſt let forrow hauat thy bed; 
And be thy wite, it any be ſo mad, | 
More miterable by the lite of thee, 

Than thou haſt made me by my dear Lord's death! 
Lo, ere | can repeat this curie again, 

Within ſo imall a time, my woman's heart 

Groisly grew captive to his koney-words, 

And prov d the ſubject oi mine own ſoul's curſe : - 
W hich ever fince hath held mine eyes trom reſt. 

For never yet oue hour in his bed 

Did | enjoy the gol en dew of ſleep, 

But with his tim'rous {rcams was li:l] awak'd. 
Belides, he hates me tor my fatter Warwick; 

And will, no doubt, ue tly be rid of we. 

Qucen Poor teart, adieu, | pity thy complaining. 

Anne, Nomore than with my foul t mourn tor your's. 

De. Fareud, chou wotul welcumer of glory! 
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Anne. Adieu, poor foul, that tak'ſt thy leave of it! 
Duch. Go thou to Richmond, and good fortune guide 


thee ! LT. Dor ſet. 
Go thou to Richard, and good angels tend thee ! 
[To Anne. 


Go thou to ſanctuary, good thoughts poſſeſs thee ! 
[To the Ducen. 
I to my grave, where peace and reſt lie with me! 
Eighty odd years of ſorrow have I ſeen. 
And each hour's joy wreck'd with a week of teen, 
Queen. Stay; yet look back with me unto the Tower, 
Pity, you ancient ſtones, thoſe tender babes, 
Whom Envy aath immur'd within your walls! 
Rough cradle for ſuch lutle pretty ones ! 
Rude ragged nurſe ! old ſullen play- fellow 
For tender princes, uſe my babies well ! 
So ſooliſh Sorrow bids your ſtones farewel, [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. Changes to the court, 


Flouriſh of trumpets. Enter Glouceſter as King, Buck- 
ingham, Cateſby. 


K Rich. Stand all apart—couſin of Buckingham. 
Buck. My gracious Sovereign ! | 
K. Rich. Give me thy hand. Thus high, by thy ad- 
And thy aſſiſtance, is King Richard ſeated : [ vice, 
but ſhall we wear theie glories for a day? 
or ſhall they laſt, and we rejoice in them? 
Buck. Still live they, and for ever let them laſt! 
K. Rich. Ab, Buckingham! now do I ply the touch *, 
To try if thou be current gold indeed : 
Young Edward lives—think now what 1 would ſpeak. 
Buck. Say on, my loving Lord. 
K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, 1 ſay 1 would be King. 
Buck. Why, ſo you are, my thrice- renowned Liege. 
K. Rich. Ha! am 1 King ? *tis fo——but Edward 
lives 
Buck, True, Noble Prince, 
K. Rich. O bitter contcquence ! 
That Edward ſtill ſhould hve 


True, Noble Prince, 


Coulin, thou wert rot wont to be ſo dull. 
® 3, e. Ar the tcucliſtone. 
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Shall 1 be plain? I with the baſtards dead; 
And I would have it ſuddenly perform'd. 
What ſay'it thou now? ſpeak tuddenly, be brief. 
Buck. Your Grace may do your pleaſure- 
K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindneſs 
Say, have I thy conſent that they thall die? [ freezes ; 
Buck. Give me ſome breath, ſome little pauſe, dear 
Before | poſitively ſpeak in this: [Lord, 
1 will reſolve your Grace immediately. [Exit Buck, 
Catef. The King is angry; ſee, he gnaws . 
"4 A . 
X. Rich 1 will converſe with iron-witted fools, K 
And unreſpective “ boys; none are tor me 
That look into me with couſid rate eyes. 
High- reaching Buckingham grows circumſpect. 
7. | 
Page. My Lord, 
K. Rich. Know | thou not any whom corrupting gold 
Would tempt unto a cloſe exploit of death ? 
Page. I know a diſcontented gentleman, 
Whoſe humble means match not his haughty ſpirit : 
Gold were as good as twenty orators, 
And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 
K. Rich. What is his name? 
Page His name, my Lord, is Tyrrel. 
K. Rich. | partly know tie man; go call him hither, 


[Exit Boy. 
The deep-revolving witty Buckingham 
No more ſh.ll be the neighbour to my counſels. 
Hath he io long held out with me untir'd, 
And Hops he now for breath? well, be it fo, 
Enter Stanley. 

How now, Lord Stanley, what's the news ? 

Stan, My Lord, . 
The Marquis Dot ſet, as I hear, is 


To Rick:nond, in the parts where he abides. 
K A c Come hither, Cateſby ; rumor it abroad, 
That Anne my wife is ſick, and like to die, 
I] will ke o. der for her keeping clo:e, 
Inqure we out ſome mean-born gentleman, 


VUureſpective for uahocding, 
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Whom I will marry ſtrait to Clarence' daughter. 
(The boy is tooliſh, and 1 fear not him.) 

Look how thou dream't: lay again, give out, 
That Anne my Queen is ſick, and like to die. 
About it; for it {tanJs me much upon 

To ſtop all hopes, whoſe growth may dimaze me. 
I mnit be married to my brother's daughter, 

Or elſe my kingdom ſtands on brittle 112 

Mut ther her brothers, and then marry her! 
Uncertain “ way of gain! but I am in 

So far in blood, that ſin will pluck on ſin. 
Tear-failing pity dwells not in this eye- 


Enter Tyrrel. 


Is thy name Tyrrel ? 
Tyr. James Tyr:el, and your molt obedient ſubject. 
A. Rich. Art thou indeed? [fe takes bim 4ſi ic. 
Tyr. Prove me, my gracious Lord. 
K. Rich. Dur it thou refolve to kill a friend of mine? 
Tyr. Pleaſe you, Id rather kill two enemies. 
XK. Rich Why, then thou halt it; two deep enemies, 
Foes to my reſt. and my ſweet ſleep's dilturi ers, 
Are they that I would bave thee deal vpon ; 
Tyrrel, 1 mean thoſe baſtards in the lower. 
De Let me have open means to come to the m, 
And ſoon I'll rid you from the fear of them. 
K Rich. Thou fing'lt ſweet muſic. Hark, come hi- 
ther, Tyrrcl ; 
Go, by this tokea 


riſe, and lend thine ear —— 
[WV hiſpers. 
There is no more but ſo—— ſay it is done, 
And i will love thee, and preter thee 1or it. 
Tyr. I will diipatch it (trait, [ Exit. 


Re-enter Buckingham, 


Buck. My Lord, | have conſi le- ed in my mind 
That late demand that you did jfonnd me in. 
K. Rich Well let that reit, Dutict is fled to Rich- 


Buck. I hear the news, my Lord [mond, 
X. Ri.h Stanley, he is your wife s ſon; well, lock 
ro it. 


Buck. My Lord, | claim the pift, my due by promiſe, 
„ Uncertuia hers ulc for wncoytant, 
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For which your honour and your faith is pawn'd; 

Th' carldom of Hereford, and the moveables, 

Which you have promiſed | ſhall poſſe. 

K. Rich. Stanley, look to your wite ; if ſhe convey 
Letters to Richmond, you ſhall anſwer it. | 

Buck. What ſays your Highneſs to my juſt requeſt ? 

K. Rich 1 do remember me Henry the Sixth 
Did propheſy, that Richmond ſhould be Kiog, 

When Richmond was a little peeviſh boy. 

A King, perhaps 
Buck. My Lord, —— 

X. Rich. How chance the prophet could not at that 

tMme 

Have told me, I being by, that I ſhould kill him? 
Buck. My Lord, your promiſe for the earldom — 
X Rich. Richmond? when I was laſt at Exeter, 

The Mayor in courteſy ſhewed me the caltle, 

And call d it Regue-mont : at which name I flarted ; 

Becauſe a bard of reland tokd me once, 

1 ſhould not live long after 1 ſaw Richmond. 
Buck My Lord 
K. Rich. Ay, what's o'clock ? 

Buck. I am thus bold to put your Grace in mind 
Of what you promis d me. 

X Rich. But what's o'clock ? 

Buck, Upon the ſtroke ot ten. 

X Rich, Well, let it ſtrike, 

Buck. Why, let it ſtrike ? 

X. Rich. Becauſe that, like a jack, thou keep'ſt the 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation. [itroke 
1 am not in the giving vein to-day. 

Buck. Why, then retolve me whe'r you will or no. 

XK. Rich, Thou troubleit me, I am nor in the vein, 

| [ Exit, 

Buck, Is it ev'n ſo ? repays he ry deep ſervice 
With ſuch contempt ? made I him King tor this? 

O, let me think on Haſtings, and be gone 

To Brecknock, while my teactul head is on. [Exit. 


SCENE Ill. Enter Tyrrel. 


Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody act is done; 
* The moſt arch deed of piteous maſſacre, 
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That ever yet this and was guilty of! 

Dighton and Forre t. whom I did ſuborn 

To do this piece of R ithle(s butchery, 

Albeit they were flzih'd Vill ins bloo ly dogs, 
Melting with tenderneſs and in Id comp iſſi n, 
Wept like two children, in their deaths 1ad ſtory. 
O thus (quoth Dighton) lay the gentle babes; 
Thus, thus, (quoth Forreit), girdling one auother 
Within their innocent aliba;ter arms: 

Their lips were four red todes on a talk, 

And in their ſummer- beauty K ü d euch other. 

A book of prayers on their pillow lay, | 
Which once (quoth Forreſt) al noit chanz'd my mind, 
But, oh! the devil there the villuns ſtopp'd: 
When Dighton thus told on we ſmothered 
The molt repleniſhed ſweet work ot nature, 

That from the prime creation e er ſhe framed —— 
Hence both are gone with conſcience a+ 41 remorſe ; 
They could not ipeak, and fo 1 lett them both, 
To bear theſe tidings to the bloody King.“ 


Enter King Richard, 


And here he comes. All health, my Sovereign Lord ! 
K. Rich. Kind Tyrrel—am | happy in thy news ? 
Tr. If to have done the thing you gave in charge 

Beget your happineſs, be happy then; 

For it is done. 

K. Rich. But didſt thou ſee them dead? 

Tyr. I did, my Lord. 

K. Rich. And bureed, gentle Tyrrel ? 

Tr. The chaplain oft e Tower hath buried them; 

But where, to ſay the truth, I do not know. 

K. Rich. Come to me, Tyrrel, ſuon. ſoon after ſupper, 

When thou ſhalt tell the proceis ot their death. 

Mean time but think how 1 may do thee goud, 

Ard be inheritor of thy deſire, 

Farewel till then. 

Tyr. i hunbly take my leave. F [ Exit. 
R. Rich The ton ot Clarence have I pent up clole ; 

His daughter mcavly have I match'd in marriage; 

The ſors of Edward fleep in Abraham's boſom ; 

And Anne my wite hath bid this world good night. 
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Now, for I know the Briton Ri:hmond aims 
At young Elifabeth, my brother's daughter, 
An | by that knot looks proul'y on the crown, 
To her gol, a jolly thriving wooer, 


Enter Cateſby. 


Cat: My Lord, [bluntly ? 
XK. Rich. Gond or bad news, that thou com'it in ſo 
Cateſ. Bad nes, my Lord. Morton ® is flz\l to Rich- 
mond; 
And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Welchmen, 
Is in the fiel-1, and ſtill his power increaſeth, 
K. Rich Ely with Richmond troubles me more near, 
Than Buckingham and his raſh-levied army. 
Come, I have learn d, that feartul commenting 
Is leaden ſervitor to dull delay; 
elay leads impotent and ſnail-pac'd beggary. 
*« Then fiery Expedition be my wing, 
„% Jove's Mercury, and herald for a King!“ 
Go muſter men; my countel is my thield ; 
We muſt be brief when traitors brave the licld. [E:ze, 


SCENE Iv. Enter Queen Margaret, 


©. Mar. So now proſperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death, 
Here in the'e confines flily have 1 lurk d. 
To watch the waining of mine enemies. 
A dire induction am I witnels to; 
And will to France, hoping the conſequence 
Will prove as bitter. black, and tragical. 
Withcraw thee, wretched Margaret! Who comes here? 


Enter the Ducheſs of York and Queen. 


Queen. Ah, my poor princes! ah, my tender babes! 
My unblown flowers, new-appearing ſwects! 
It yet your gentle ſouls fly in the air, 
And be not fix d in doom perpetual, 
Hover about me u th your airy wings, 
And hear your mother's lamentation. 

2 Mar. Hover about her; ſay, that wrong for wrong 
Hath dimm d your infant-morn to aged night, 


* Biſh p of Lily. 
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Duch. So many miſeries have craz'd my voice, 
That my woe-wearied tongue is ſtill and mute, 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ? 

Q. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Planta 
Edward for E-\ward pays a dying debt. 

2ucen. Wilt thou. O God, fly from ſuch gentle lambs 
And throw them in the intrails of the wolf? 

Why didſt thou ſleep when ſuch a deed was done? 

©, Mar When holy Henry dy'd, and my ſweet ſon, ® 

Queen. Ah, that thou would ſt as ſoon afford a grave. 
[ Throwing herſelf down upon the earth, 

As thou canſt yield a melancholy ſear ; 

Then would 1 hi e my bones, not reſt them here. 

Ah i who hath any cauſe to mourn but we? 

Mar. If ancient ſorrow be moſt reverend, 

Give mine the benefit of tenio: ity ; 

And let my griefs frown on the upper hand. 

It ſorrow can admit ſociety, 

Tell o er your woes again by viewing mine. 

1 had an kdward, till a Richard kill'4 him; 

1 had a huſband, till a Richard kill'd him: 

Thou hadit an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him; 

Thou had'ſt a Richard, till a Richard kill d him. 

Duch Il had a Richard too, and thou didſt kill him; 
I had a Ru land too, thou holp'f to kill him. 

Mar. Thau badſt a Clarence too, and Richard 

| kill d him. 

From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept 
A hell-hound, that doth hunt u all to death; 
That dog that bad his teeth before his eyes, 
To worry lambs and | p their gentle blood; 
That foul efacer of God's bandy -work 
Thy womb let loole, to chaſe us to our graves, 
O up! ight. juſt, and true · dĩſpoſing God, 
How do | thank thee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the iſſue of his mother s body; 


he and my ſweet ſon. 2 
Duch. Dead lite, blind fight, poor mortal living ghoſt, 
Woe's ſcene, world's ſha e, grave's due, by lite uturp'd, 
Brief abſtract and record of tedious days, 
Reſt thy unreſt on England's lawful cart. 
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood, 

Lucen. Ab, that thou would'ft, &c. 
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And makes her pue · fellow with others' mnan ! 

Duch. Oh, Harry s wife, triumph not in my woes: 
God witneſs with me, 1 have wept for thine. 

Mir. Rear with me, | am hungry for revenge, 
And now I cloy me with beholding it. 

Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd my Edward; 

The other Fdward dead, to quit my Edward: 

Young York he is but boot, becauſe hoth they 

Match not the high perſection of my loſs. 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that ſtabb'd my Edward; 

And the beholders of this tragic play, 

The adulterer Haſtings, Rivers, Vaughan, Gray, 

Untimely ſmother'd in their duſky graves. 

Richard yet lives, hell's black intelligencer, 

Only reſerv d their factor to buy ſouls, 

And ſend them thither : but at hand, at hand, 

Inſues his piteous and unpitied end. 

Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, ſaints pray, for 
vengeance. 

Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray, 

That i may live to ſay, The dog is dead! 

Queen. Oh! thou didſt propheſy, the time would 
That I ſhould with for thee to help me curſe [come, 
That bottled ſpider, that fonl bunch-back'd toad. 

Q. Mar. I eall'd thee then, vain flouriſh of my for tune; 
I call d thee then, poor ſhadow, painted Queen, 

The preſentation of but what I was, 
The flatt'ring index of a direful page; 
One heav'd on high, to be hurl'd down below; 
A mother only mock'd with two fair babes ; 
A dream of what thou waſt ; a gariſh flag, 
To be the aim of ev'ry dang'rous ſhot ; 
A ſign of dignity, a breath, a bubble; 
A Queen in jeſt, only to fill the ſcene. 
Where is thy huſband now ? where be thy brothers ? 
Where be thy children? wherein doſt thou joy? 
Who ſues and kneels, and ſays, Gol ſave the Queen? 
Where be the bending peers that flatter d thee ? 
Where be the thronging troops that follow'd thee ? 
Decline all this, and tee what now thou act. 
For happy wife, a molt diſtreſſed widow ; 
For joytul mother, one that wails the name; 

Vor. V. * 
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For one being ſu'd to, one that humbly ſues ; 

For Queen, a very caitiff crown'd with care; 

For one that ſcorn'd at we, now ſcorn'd of me; 
For one being ſear of all, now fearing one; 

For one commanding all. obey'd of none. 

Thus hath the cour'e of juſtice wheel'd about, 
And lett thee but a very prey to time; 

Having no more but thought of what thou wert, 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 
Thou didſt uſurp my place, and doſt thou now 
Uſurp the juſt proportion of my ſorrow ? 

Now thy proud neck bears half my bur/'en'd yoke ; 
From which. ev'n here I ſlip my wearied head, 
And leave the burthen of it all on thee. 

Farewel, York's w:ie, and Queen of fad miſchance ; 
Theſe Engliſh woes fhall make me ſmile in Frence. 

Pucen O thou weil-ſxill'd in curſes! ſtay a while, 
And teach me how to curſe mine enemies. 

2 Mar. Forbear to ſleep the night, and ſaſt the day, 
Compare dead happinets with livirg woe; | 
Thirk that thy babes were ſweeter than they were, 
And he that flew them, fouler than he is; 

Beit'ring thy loſs makes the bad cauſer worſe; 
Revolving this, will teach thee how to curſe, 
Queen. My words are dull; O! quicken them with 


thine, 
Q. Mar Thy woes will make them ſharp, and pierce 
like mire [ Exit Mar 


Duch Why ſhould calamity he full of words ? 
Queen. Windy attorneys to their client - woes, 
Airy ſucceeders of inte late joys, 
Poor breathing orators of miſeries! 
Let them t ave ſcope; tho*' what they do impart, 
Help nothing elſe, yet they do caſe the heart. 
Duch. It ſo. then be not tongue-ty'd; go with me, 
And in the breath of bitter words let's ſmother 
My Damned ſon, that thy two ſweet ſons ſmother d. 
[ Drum within. 
I hear his drum, be copious in exc!aims 


SCENE V. Enter King Richard, and his trait 
K. Rich, Who intercepts me in wy expedition? 


27. 
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Duch. O, ſhe that might have intercepted thee, 
By itrangling thee in ker accut ſe i mb, 
Fro u all the ſlaughters, wretch, that tho haſt done. 
Queen. Hid ſt thou that fo ehe ad with a gol.len crown, 
W here thuld be branded, if that right were right, 
The laughter of the prince that ow'd that crown, 
Ard the dire death of my poor ſons and brothers ? 
Tell me, thou v Iliin-flive, where are my children? 
Duch. Thou toad, thou toid, where is thy brother 


And little Ned Piantagenet, his ton ? [ Clarence ? 
Qucen. Where is kind Haſtings, Rivers, Vaughan, 
Gray? 


X Rich A flourih, trampets! ſtrike alurum, drums! 
Let not the heavens here theſe tell · tale - women 
Kail on the Lord's anointed. Strike I fay. 
[Flouriſh, Alarums, 
Either be patient, and entreat me fair, 
Or with the clamorous report ot war 
Thus will | drown your exclamations. 
Duch Art thou my ſon ? 
K. Rich, Ay, | thank God, my father, and yourſelf, 
Duch. Ihen patiently hear my impatience 
XK Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your condition, 
That cannot brook the accent of reproot. 
Duch. | will be mild and gentle in my words. 
K. Rich. And brief, good mother, for l am in haſt2, 
Dag. Art Han ſo hafty ! I have ſt ii. l for thee, 
Gul knows, in anguith, pain, and agony. 
K. Rich. And came I not at laſt to comfirt you? 
Duch. No, by the holy roo, thou know'tt it well; 
Thou cam'it on earth to makes the earth my bell. 
A grievous burthen was thy birth to me ; 
„ Fetchy and wayward was thy infancy ; 
© Thy ſchool-days frightful, deip'rate wild. and furious; 
« Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and venturons; 


« Thy age confirm d, proud, fubtle, y, aud bloody.“ 


What cointortable hour canit thou naue, 
T hat ever grac'd me in thy company ? ® 


in thy company ? 
K. Rich. Faith, non? but Humphry Houre, that call'd your Grace 
To break:a't once, torth of my compony, 
If 1 be fo, &. 
X 2 
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X. Rich. If 1 be fo diſgracious in your ſight, 
Let ne march on, and not offend your Grace, 
Strike up the drum. 

Duch. | pr'ythee hear me ſpeak, 

A. Rich. You ſpeak too bitterly, 

Duch, Hear me a word ; 

Fer I thall never ſpeak to thee again. 

A Reich. So, _ 

Duch, Either thou'lt die by God's juſt ordinance, 
Fre trom this war thou turn a conqueror ; 

Or I with grief and extreme age ſhall periſh, 

And never lock upon thy face again. 

Therefore take with thee my molt heavy curſe ; 

Which in the day of battle, tire thee more, 

Than all the compleat armour that thou wear fil 

My prayers on the adverſe party fight; 

And there the little ſouls of Edward's children 

V hiiper the ſpirits of thine enemies, 

Ard promite them ſucceſs and victory! 

Eloody thou art, bloody will be thy end! 

Shame lervesthy life, and doth thy death attend. [ Fxze. 
Qucen. Tho' far more caule, yet much lels ſpirit to 


curſe | 
Abides in me. I ſay Amen to her. [Going. 
X. Rich, Stay, Madam, I mult ſpeak a word with 
you, 


Queer. I have no more ſons of the royal blood 
For thee to ſi iughter; for my daughters, Richard, 
They ſhall be praying nuns, not weeping Queens; 
And therefore level not to hit their lives. 

K. Rich. You have a daughter call d E/i/abcth, 
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. 

Pucen. And mult ſhe die for this? O let her live, 
And I'll corrupt her manners, ſtain her beauty, 
Slander myſelf as falſe to Edward's bed, 

Throw over her the veil of infamy : 
go ſhe may live unſcarr'd from bleeding ſlaughter, 
| will confeſs ſhe was not Edward's daughter, 

K. Rich. Wrong not her birth, ſhe is of royal blood, 

Queen. To ſave her lite, I'll fay the is not ſo. 

K. Rich. Her life is ſafeſt only in her birth, 

Qucen. And only in that ſafety dy'd her brothers. 
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X. Rich. No, at their births good ſtars were oppoſite. 
Queen. No, to their lives bad irieads were contrary, 
K. Nich. All unavoided is the doom of deltiny. 
Qucen. True; when avoidei grace makes deſtiny. 
My babes were deitin'd to a fairer death, 
If grace had bleſs'd thee with a fairer life. 
X. Rich. You ſpeak as if that I had flain my confins ? 
©uzer, Coulins, indeed; and by their uncle cozen'd 
Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. 
Whole hands ſoever lanc'd their tender hearts, 
Thy head, all indiretly, gave direction. 
No doubt the murd'rous knife was dull and blunt, 
Till it was whetted on thy ſtone-hard heart, 
To revel in the intrails of my lambs. 
But that ſtill uſe of grief makes wild grief tame, 
My tongue ſhould to thy ears not name my boys, 
Till that my nails were anchor d in thine cyes; 
And I in ſuch a deſp'rate bay of death, 
Like a poor bark, of fails and tackling reſt, 
Ruth all to pieces on thy rocky boſom. 
K. Rich. Madam, to thrive I in my enterpriſe, 
And dangerous ſucceſs of bloody wars; 
As | intend more good to you and your's, 
Than ever you or your's by me were harm'd! 
Queen, What good is cover d with the face of heav'a, 


To be diſcover d, that can do me good! 


A. Rich. Th' advancement of your children, gentle 
Lady. 

Queen. Up to ſome ſcaffold, there to loſe their hea ?s, 

K. Rich. No, to the dignity and height of ſortuue, 
The high imperial type * of chis earth s glory. 

Queen. Flatter my tor. ows with report of it. 
Tell me, what ſtate, what dignity, what honour, 
Cauſt thou deviſe to any child ot mine? 

K. Rich, Een all l hive; ay, and myſelf and all, 
Will I withal endow a child of thine, 
So in the Lethe of thy angry ſoul 
Thou drown the fad remembrance of thoſe wrongs, 
Which thou ſuppoleit 1 have done to thee, 

Qucon. Be briet, leit that the proceſs of thy kindneſs 
Lait longer telling than thy kindneſs do. 


® ;. e. the tlu one. 
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A. Rich. Then know, that from my ſoul I love thy 

daughter, 

Queen · My daughter's mother thinks it with her ſoul. 

X. Rich. What do you think? 

Queen. 2 thou doſt love my daughter from thy 
So from thy ſoul's love didſt thou love her brothers; 
And from my heart's love Ido thank thee for it. 

A. Rich. Be not ſo haſty to confound my meaning; 
| mean, that with my ſoul I love thy daughter, 

Ard do intend ro make her Queen of England. 

Queen. ow then, who doit thou mean ſhall be her 

King ? 

K, Rich. Ev'n he that makes her Queen; who elſe 

ſhould be ? 

Qucen. What, thou! 

R. Nich. Even ſo; how think you of it? 

Qucen. How canſt thou woo her ? 

K Rich, I would learn of you, 

As one being beſt acquainted with her humour, 

Dneen, And wilt thou learn of me? 

K Rich. With all my heart. 

Qucen. Send to her, by the man that flew her brothers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts; thereon ingrave 
Edward and Tork ; then haply will the weep. 

'T herefore preient to her, as ſometime Marg'ret 

Did to thy father, ſteep'd in Rutland's blood, 

A handkerchicf ; which, ſay to her, did drain 

The purple tide from her ſweet brother's bodies, 

And bid her wipe her weeping eyes therewith. 

if this inducen:ent move her not to love, 

Send her a letter of thy noble deeds; 

Tell her, thou wad'ſt away her uncle C 

Her uncle Rivers; ay, and for her ſake, 

Mad'ſt quick conveyance with her good aunt Anne. 

K. Rich. You mock me Madam ; this is got the wav 
To win your daughter, ; 

Queen There's no other way, 

Unlets thou could?ft put on ſome other ſhape, 
and nit be Richard that hath done all this. 

N.. say that 1 did all this tor love of her. 
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Sucen, Nay then, indeed, ſhe cannot chuſe but hate 
Having bought love with ſuch a bloody ſpoil. (thee, 
K. Rich. Look, what is done, cannot be now a- 
Men hall deal unadviſedly ſometimes, { mended. 
Which after hours give leiſure to repent of- 
If 1 did take the kingdom from your tons, 
To make amends, I'll give it to your daughter. 
If I have kill'd the iſſue of your womb, 
To quicken your increale, I will beget 
Mine iſſue ot your blood, upon your daughter, 
A grandam's name is little leſs in love, 
Than is the doting title of a mother. 
They are as children but one ſtep below, 
Even of your metal, of your very blood ; 
Of all one pain, ſave for a night of groans 
Endur'd of her tor whom you bid like ſorrow. 
Your children were vexation to your youth, 
But mine ſhall be a comfort to your age. 
The loſs you have, is but a ſon being King; 
And by thar loſs your daughter is made Queen. 
I cannot make you what amends I would, 
Therefore accept ſuch kindneſs as 1 can. 
Dorſet your ion, that with a fearful foul 
Leads diſcontented ſteps in foreign ſoil, 
This fair alliance quickly thail call home 
To high promotions, and Um dignity, 
The King, that calls your beauteous daughter /, 
Familiarly ſhall call thy Dorſet brother. 
Again ſhall you be mother to a King; 
And all the ruins of diſtreisful times 
Repair d with double riches of content. 
What! we have many goodly days to ſee. 
The liquid drops of tears that you have ſhed, 
Shall come again, transtorm'd to orient pearl; 
Advantaging their loan with intereſt 
Of ten times double gain of happineſs. 
Go then, my mother, to thy daughter go, 
Make bold her baſhtul years with your experience; 
Prepare her ears to hear a wooer's tale. 
Put in her tender heart th' aſpiring flame 
Of golden fov'reignty ; acquaint the Princeſs 
With the ſweet fileut hours of marriage · joys. 
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And when this arm of mine hath chaſliſed 
The petty rebel, dull-brain'd Buckingham, 
Bound with triumphant garlands will | come, 
And lead t y daughter to a conqueror's bed; 
To whom + will retale my conqueit won, 
And ſhe ſhall be fole victreſs, Cæſacs Czar. 
Queen. What were | belt to ſay, her tather's brother 
Would be her lord? or {hall 1 fay, her uncle? 
Or he that flew her brothers and her uncles ? 
Under what title thall*I1 woo for thee, 
J hat God, the law, my honour, and her love, 
Can make ſeem pleaſing to her-tender years? 
A Rich. Infer fair England's peace by this alliance. 
Queen Which tbe ſhall purchate with till laiting war. 
R. Rich. Tell her, the King, that may command, in- 
treats 
Queen, That at her hands which the King's King 
forbids. 
XK. Rich. Say. the ſhall be a high and mighty Queen 
Qucen. To wail the title, as her mother doth, 
K. Rich Say, I will love her everlaltiagly. 
Zen But how long ſhall that title ever laſt ? 
A. Rich, Sweetly in force unto her fair lite's end. 
9Queen, But how long, fairly, ſhall her ſweet life laſt! 
K. Rich. As long as heav'a and nature lenytheu it. 
© ucen. As long as hell and Richard like ot it. 
K. Rich. Say, I her Sov'reign, am her tubjet now. 
Deen But the, your ſubj<R, lothes ſuch {ov rreignty, 
A. Rich. Be eioquent in my behalf to her. 
Quern An honelt tale ſpeeds beit, being plainly told. 
K. Rich. Ihen, in plain terms, tell her my loving tale. 
Qucen. Plain, and not honeſt, is roo harth a ſtyle. 
A. Rich. Your reaſons are toothallow, and too quick.“ 
Now, by my George, my garter, and my crown 
Qicen Profan'd, diſhonour d, and the third uſurp d. 
A. Rich 1 ſwear. 


und too quick. 

Lucen. O no, my reaſins are too deep and dead; 

Tuo cep an dead por infants in their grave; 

Harp on i till thall J, till heart- itrings break. a 
X. Kich. Harp not on that ſtring, Madam; that is 

Now, by my George, Cc. 
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Quccu. By nothing, for this is no oath, 
The George profan'd, hath lolt his holy honour : 
The garter blemiſh d, pawn'd his kn htly virtue; 
The crown uſurp'd, ditgrac'd his kingly glory. 
If ſomething thou would'ft ſwear to be believ d, 
Swear then by ſomething that thou haſt not wrong'd. 
X. Rich. Now, by the world 
Qucen. Tis full of thy foul wrongs. 
K. Rich. My tather's death 
Sucen. Thy lite hath that diſhonour d. 
K. Rich. Then by myſelf, 
Sucen. Thyſelf thyielf miſuſeſt. 
K. Rich. Why then, by heav'n 
Pueer, Heav'n's wrong is moſt of all. 
If thou didſt fear to break an oath with heav'n, 
The unity the King my husband made 
Thou hadſt not broken, nor my brothers dy'd. 
If thou hadſt fear d to break an oath with heav's, 
Th' imperial metal circling now thy head, 
Had grac'd the tender temples of my child; 
And both the princes had been breathing here; 
W hich now, two tender bed-fellows for dult, 
Thy broken faith hath made a prey to worms. 
What capſt thou {wear by now? 
K. Rich, By time to come. 
Qucen. That thou haſt wronged in the time e'erpaſt : 
For 1 miylelf have many tears to waſh 
Hereafrer time, for time paſt, wrong'd by thee. 
The children live, whoſe fathers thou halt laughter'd, 
Ungovern'd youth, to wail it in their age. 
The parents live, whole children thou haſt butcher'd, 
Old wither'd plants to wail it in their age “. 
K. Rich. As I intend to proſper and repen t, 
So thrive I iv my dangerous attempt 
Ot hollile arms ! mytelt myſelt confound ; 
Heaven and Fortune bar me happy hours ; 
Day yield me not thy light, nor night thy reſt; 


Be oppoſite all planets of good lu 


® — ——— to wail it in their age. 
$wezr not by time to cumr, fr that thou haſt 
Nliius d ere us'd, by times ill- us d o'crpait. 
K. Rich, As I iricud, &c. 
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To my vrno-ee ling; it with pure heart's love, 
Immaculate 'evotion, holy thoughts, 
tender not thy heaureous p incely daughter ! 
In her confiits „y happinel- an i thine ; 
Withont her, follows to mylelf and thee, 
Herſelf, the lind, and many a Qhriit.aa foul, 
Death, deſolation, ruin, and decay. 
It cannot be avo led bat by this; 
It will not be avoi led but vy this, 
Therefore, dear mother, (I wilt call you fo), 
Be the attorney of my | ve to her; 
Plead what I will he, not wht l have been; 
Not my deſerts, but what I will deſerve; 
Urge the neceſſity and tate of times; 
And be not peeviſh found in great deſigns, 
Queen. Shall L be tempred ot the devil thus? 
R. Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt you to do good, 
reer. Shall I forget myſelf to be myſelf? 
X. Rich. 27 if yourſelf's remembrance wrong your - 
ſelf. 
Qucen. But thou didſt kill my children. 
A. Rich But in your daughter's womb I bury them; 
Where in that neſt of ſpicery they ſhall breed 
Selyes of themſelves, to your recomforture. 
_ Pnzen, Shall I go win my daughter to thy will? 
K. Rich. And be a happy mother hy the deed, 
SFucen. i go; write to me ſhortly. 
K. Rich. Bear her wy true love's kiſs, and fo fſire- 
wel — — [ Exi: Queen, 
Relenting fool, and thallow, changing woman. 


SCENE VE Euter Rateliff. 


Rat. Moſt mighty Sovereign, on the wellern coaſt 
Rideth a puiſſant navy: to our ſhores 
Throng many doubtfal hollow-hearted friends, 
Uagarm'd, and unretolv'd to beat them back. 
"Tis thought that Richmond is their admiral : 
And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham to welcome them athore, 
X. Rich. Some light-foot friend poſt to the Dake of 
K utcliff, thyſelf, or Cateſby ; where is he? [Norts:s. 
Cateſ. Here, my good Lord. 
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XK Rich. Cateſby, fly to the Duke. 

Cate 1 will, my Lord, with all convenient haſte, 
K Rich, Rat If come hither, poſt to Saliſbury ; 
When thou com'it thiiher —— Dull vamindiul villain, 

[To Catcſby, 
Why ſtay't thou here, and go'lt not to the Duke? 
Cateſ. Firſt, mighty Liege, tell me your iighnefs? 
pleature, 
What from your Grace I ſhall deliver to him. 
K. Rich O tine, good Cates y. — bid him levy ſtrait 
The greateſt ſtrength and power he can make, 
And met me ſuddenly at daliſbury. 
Cateſ. Igo. [ Exit, 
Rat. What, may it pleaſe you, ſhall I do at vali 
bury ? 
K. Rich. Why, what would'ſt thou do there, beſore 
I go ? 
Rat. Your Highneſs told me | ſhould poſt before. 
K. Rich. My mind is chang d 


Euter Lord Stanley. 


Stanley, what news with you? 
Stan None good, my Liege, to pleaſe you with the 
hearing; 
Nor none ſo 1 but well may be reported. 
K. Rich. Heyday, a riddle ! neither good nor bad: 
Why Colt thou run io many miles about, 


When thou may'lt tell thy tale the neareſt way? 
Once more, what news! 

Stan Richmond is on the ſeas. 

X. Rich. T here let him fiak, and be the ſeas on him 
V hite-hver'd runagate, what doth he there? 

Stan, I know not, might» Sovereign, but by gueſs, 

K. Rich. Well, as you guels ? 

Stan Stirr d up by Dorlet, Buckingham, and Morton, 
He makes for England here to claim the crown. 

K Rich, Is the ch. ir empty? is the ſword unſ{way'd ? 
Is the King dead? the empire unpoſſeis d? 
What heir of York is there alive but we? 
And who is England's King, but great York's heir? 
Then tell me, what makes he upon the ſea? 

Stan, Unleis for that, my Liege, | cannot gueſs. 
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R. Rich, Unleſs for that he comes to be your Liege, 
You cannot gueis wherefore the Welchman comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 

Stan. No, mighty Liege, therefore miſtruſt me not. 

K. Rich Where is thy power then to beat him back ? 
Where are thy tenants, and thy followers ? 

Are they not now apon the weltern ſhore, 
Saſe - conducting the rebels from their ſhips ? 

Stan No, = good Lord, my friends are in the 

north, 

K. Rich. — fiiends to me: what do they in the 

north, | 
When they ſhoald ſerve their Sovereign in the weſt ? 


Stan. They have not been commande4, mighty King: 


Pleaſe it your Majeſty ro give me leave, 
I'll muſter up my triends, and meet your Grace, 
Where, and what time your Majeſty thall pleaſe, 

XK. Rich, Ay, thou would'lt tain be gone to join with 
But ['ll not truſt thee [Richmond ; 

Stan. Mighty 8 
You have no cauſe to hold my friendſhip doubtful. 

I never was, nor never will be falſe. 

K. Rich. Go then, and multer men ; but leave behind 
Your fon George Stanley: look your heart be tirm, 
Or elſe his — aſſurance is but frail. 

Stan, So deal with him as 1 prove true to you ! 

[Exit Stanley, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meg. My gracious Sov'reign, now in Deveniiie, 
As I by friends am well advertiſed, 
Sir Edmund Courtney, and the haughty prelate, 
Biſhop of Exeter, his elder brother, 
With many more confederates, are in arms. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


Meß. In Kent, my Liege, the Guilfords are in arms, 
And every bour ſtill more competitors 
Flock to the rebels, and their power grows ſtrong. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 
Me. My Lord, the army of the Duke of Bucking- 
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K. Rich. Out on ye, owls ® ! nothing but ſongs of 
denth? [ He flrikes hi. 
There take thou that. till thou bring better news, 
Meß. The news I have to tell your Majeſty, 
Is, that, by ſudden floods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham's army is diſpers'd and fcatter'd 
And he himlielf wander'd away alone, 
No man knows w hither, 
K. Rich. Oh! 1 cry thee mercy! 
There's my purſe, to cure that blow of thize, 
Hath any well-adviſed friend proclaim'd 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in ? 
M:J. Such proclamation hath been made, my Liege, 


Enter another Meſenger. 


Meß. Sir Thomas Lovel, and Lord. Marquis Dorſet, 
"Tis ſaid, my Liege, in Yorſhire are in arms; 
Rat this good comfort bring | to your Highueſ, 
The Bretagne navy is diſpers'd by tempelt, 
Richmond in Dorſetſhire ſent out a bout 
Unto the ſhore, to aſk thoſe on the banks, 
If they were his a(F!tants, yea or no? 
Who anfwer'd him, they came trom Buckingham 
Upon his party; he miſtruſting them, 
Hois'd ſail, and made his courſe again for Bretagne, 
K. Rich. March on, march on, fince we are up in 
If not to fight with foreign enemies, [arms ; 
Yet to beat down theſe rebels here at home, 


Enter Cateſby. 


Cateſ. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken. 
That is the belt news: that the Earl of Kichmond | 
Is with a mighty power landed at Milford, 

Is colder news, but yet it mult be told. 

K. Rich. Away tow'rds Salisbury; while we reaſon 
A royal battle might be won and loſt. There, 
Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury; the reſt march on with me. [Cen 


® 4. e. birds of ill omen. 
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SCENE VII. Ch: nges teile Lord Stanley's houſe, 
Enter Lerd Stanley, and Sir Chriſtopher Urſwick. 


Stan. Sir Chriſtopher, tell Richmond this from me, 
That in the ſty of this me ſt bloody toar, 
My fon George Stanley is trank'd up in hold: 
If I revolt, cif gees young George's head; 
The {car of that Folds oft my preier t aid. 
do, get thee gone, con mend me to thy Lord. 
Say 160, the Queen hath heartily conſented 
He ſhould eſpouſe Eliſabeth her daughter. 
But tell me, where is princely Richmond rou? 
Chr. At Pembroke, or at Hav'rford- weſt in Wales. 
Star, What men of nate reſort to him? 
Chr Sir Walter Herbert, a rerowned ſoldier, 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, and Sir William otanley, 
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir James Blunt, 
And Kice ap Ihen.as, with a valiant crew, 
And mary others of great name ard worth: 
And tuwarc's London do they bend their power, 
If by the way they te not fought withal, 
Stan, Well, hie thee to thy Lord: 1 kiſs his hand; 
My letter will reſolve him of my mind. 
Farewel ! [Exeunt. 


& CT Tv SCENES L 
Salisbury. 


Enter the Sheriff. and Buckingham, with balberts, led 
to executicn. 
Buck. Ill not King Richard let me ſpeak with 
| | bim? | 
Sher. No, good my Lord, therefore be patient. 
Buck. Haſtings, and Fdward s children, Gray and 


Holy King Ferry, and thy fair fon Edward, | Kivers, 


Varphan, and all that have miſcarried 

By uncerhand, corrupted, foul injuſtice ; 

1t that your moogy, Ciſcontented fouls 

Do thicugh the clouds behold this preſent hour, 
Ev'n for revenge mock wy deſtruction ! 


D Saw KÞwads 
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This is Al. eule day, fellows, is it not? 

Sher. It is, my Lord. 

Buck, Why, then 4!/-ſouls day is my boJy's doomſday, 
This is the lay which, in King Edward s time, 
I wiſh'4 might fall on me, when 1 was found 
Falſe to his children, or his wife s allies, 
This is the day whercin I with'd to fall 
By the ialſe faith of him whom moſt 1 truſted : 
This, this Tl ſauls day to my fearful foul, 
Is the determin'd reſpet * of my wrongs. 
Thit high All-ſeer, which l dallied with, 
Hath turn'd my feigned prayer on my head, 
And giv'n in earned what I begg'd in jeſt. 
Thus doth he force the ſwords of wicked men 
To turn their own points on their maſters“ boſoms. 
Thus Marg'ret's curſe falls heavy on my head: 
When he, quoth the, ſhall ſplit thy heart with ſorrow, 
Remember Marg'ret was a propheteſs. | 
Come, Sirs, convey me to the block of ſhame; 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 

LExeunt Buckingham, Sherif,, and Yicers . 


$ CE N E II. 
On the borders of Leiceſterſbire. A camp. 


Euter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others, 
with drum and colours. 


Rich. Fellows in arms, and my mot loving friends, 
Bruis'd underneath the yoke of tyranny, 
Thus far into the bowels of the land 
Have me march'd on without impeiliment ; 
And here receive we from our father Stanley 
Lines of fair comfort and enconragement. 
The wretched, bloody, and ufurping boar 
Thit ſpoil'd your fanmer fields, and fruiful vines, 
S will'd your warm bloo4 like walh, and made his trough 
In your embowell'd boioas ; this foul ſwine 
Lies now Ce'ea in the centre of this iilz, 
Near to the town of Leiceiter, as we learn : 
From Pamworth thither is but ons Jay's march, 


Y 2 
i. e. tcquital. 


258 King Richard 11. Ac 5. 


In God's name, chearly on, courageous friends, 
To reap the harveſt of perpetual peace, 
By this one bloody trial of ſharp war. 
Of. Every man's conſcience is a thouſand ſwords, 
Jo fight againſt that bloody homicide. 
Flerh, I doubt not but his friends will fly to us; 
Blunt, He hath no friends, but who are friends for 


Which in his deareſt need will fly from him. ( fear, 
Nich. All for our vantage; then, in God's name, 
march, 


True hope is ſwift, and flies with ſwallows' wings; 
Kin; s it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings. 
[ Exeunt. 


S C E N E III. Changes to Baar th feld. 


Euter King Richard in arms, with Norfolk, Surrey, Rat- 
cliff, Catesby, and cthers, 


K. Rich. Here pitch onr tents, even here in Boſworth 
My Lerd of Surrey, why look you fo ſad ? [ field. 
Sur, Ny heart is ten times lighter than my looks. 

X. Rich, Niy Lord of Norfolk, ——— 
Nor. Here, moſt gracious Liege. [we not? 
XK. Rich, Nerfolk, we muſt have knocks : ha, muſt 


Jer, Ve muſt both give and take, my gracious Lord. 


X Pich., Up with my tent, here will I lie to-night; 
Put where to-morrow ? well, all's one for that, 
Who hath deſcry'd the number of the traitors ? 

Mr. Six or ſev'n thouſand is their utmoſt power. 

A. Rich. Why, our battalion trebles that account: 
Refides, the King's name is a tower of ſtrength, 
Which they upon the adverſe faction want. 

Ip with the tent: come Noble Gentlemen, 

1 et us ſurvey the vantage of the ground. 

Call for ſome men of found direction; 

Let's want no diſcipline, make no delay; 

J or, Lords, to-morrow is a buſy day. [ Exeurt. 


SCENE charges to anither part of Bifwerth field» 


Exter Richmond, Sir William Brandon, Oxford, and 
Dorſct. 


Rich. The weary ſun hath made a golden ſet, 
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And, by the bright track of his fiery car, 
Gives ſianal of a good!y day to-morrow, 
Sir William Brandon, you ſhall bear my ſtandard; 
The Earl of Pembroke keep his regiment ; 
Good Captain Blunt, bear my good night to him; 
And by the ſecond hour in the morning 
Deſire the Earl to ee me in my tent. 
Yet one thing more, yood Blunt, before thou goeſt; 
Where is Lord Stanley quarter'd ? doſt thou know? 
Blunt, Unle% I have mill en his colours much, 
(Which well lam affur'd | have not done), 
His regiment lies half a mile at leait 
South from the mighty power of tne King. 
Rich. If without peril it be poſſible, 
Sweet Blunt, make ſome good means to ſpeak with him, 
And give hin from me this molt needful note. 
Blunt Upon my lite, my Lord, I'll undertake it. 
Reh Give me lome ink and paper; in my tent 
I'll draw the torin and mode! of our battle, 
Limit each leader to Nis leveral charge, 
And part in juſt proportion our ſmall ſtrength. 
Let us coniult upon to-morrow's buſiueſs; 
lu to our tent, the air is raw an I cold. 
[ They withdraw into the tent. 


SCENE Changes back te King Richard s tent. 
Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, Norfolk, and Cateſby. 


X Rich. M hat is't o'clock ? 
Cate. Tis ſupper-time, my Lord; 

Tis nie o'clock 
K. Rich, 1 will not ſap to- night. 

Give me lome ink and paper. 

Wit, is my beaver eaticr than it was? 

And all ny arm uc laid into my tent? [ ceſs. 
Cate). It is, my Liege, and all things are in readi; 
K. Rich Good Nortulk. te thee to thy charge, 

Ule cueful watch, chu e truity centinels, 

Nor. I go, ay Lad, 
& Rich Sur wita the lark to-morrow, gentle Nor · 
tk 
Nor, 1 «arcant you, ny Lord, [Exits 
Y3 | 
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X. T:ch. Catelby ! 

(at. My Lord? —— 

K. Rich. Send out a purſuivant at arms 
To Stanley's regiment; bid him bring his power 
Betore ſun-riting, leſt his ſon George tall 
Into the blind cave of eternal night. 

Fill me a bowl of wine give me a watch 


(To Ratchff, 


Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow : 
Look that my faves be found, and not too heavy. 
Ratcl:if, 

Rat. My Lord? 

K. Rich. daw'ſt thou the melanche ly Lord Northum- 

berland? 

Nat. I homas the Earl of Surrey, and himſelf, 
Much about cock-thut time, from troop to troop, 
Went through the army, cheering up the ſoldiers, 

X. Rich. | amfatisty'd ; give me a bowl of wine, 

I have not that alacrity of ipirit, 
Nor cheer of mind, that 1 was wont to have 
71 here, ſet it down ls ink and paper ready? 

Rat. It is, my Lord. 

K. Rich. Bid my guard watch, and leave me. 
About the id of night come to my tent, 

And help to arm ne. Leave me now, I ſay. 


[Exit Ratcli.. 


SCENE Ww. Changes back to Richmond's tent. 
Euter Stanley to Richmond : Lords, &c, 


Stan. Fortune and victory fit on thy helm! 
Rich. all comtort that the dark night can afford, 
Fe te thy perſon, Noble father-in-law ! 
Zell me, how tares it with our loving mother? 
Stan. I, by attorney, bleſs thee from thy mother; 
Who prays continually for R'chmond's good: 
go much tor that The ſilent hours ſteal on, 
And flaky darknets breaks within the eaſt, 
In brief, tor fo the ſeaſon bids us be, 
Prepare thy battle early in the morning; 
And put thy fortune to th'arbitriment 
Ot bloody itrokes, and mortal Raring war. 


Ot butcher'd princes fight in thy behalf; 
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1, as I may, (that which 1 would I cannot), 

With beſt a.lvanrage will deceive the time, 

And aid thee in this doubtful ſhock of arms, 

But on thy fide | may not be too for ward, 

Leſt, being ſeen, thy brother, tender George, 

Be executed in his father's fight. 

Farewell; the leiſure and the fearful time 

Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love, 

And ample interchange of ſweet diſcourſe, 

Which fo long-ſundred friends ſhould dwell upon. 

God give us leiiure for theſe rites of love ! 

Once more, a'ien ; be valiant, and ipced well. 
Rich. Good Lords, conduct him to his regiment; 

F'll itrive, with troubles thoughts, to take a nap; 

Lell leaden flumber poiſe me down to-morrow, 

When I ſhould mount with wings of victory: 

Once more good night, kind Lords and gentlemen. 


[ Exeunt, Manct Richmond, 
O thou! whoſe Captain I account mylelf, 


Look on my forces with a gracious eye: 

Put in their hands thy bruiſing irons of wrath, 
That they may cruſh down with a heavy fall 
Th'uſurping helmets of our aJverſaries ! 

Make us thy miniſters of chaſtiſement, 

T hat we may praiſe thee in thy victory. 

To thee I do commend my watchtul foul, 

Ere | let fall the windows of mine eyes: 


Sleeping and waking, oh, deiend me ill! [ Sleeps, 
| SCN EE V, 
Between the tents of Richard and Richmonl1: they fleeping, 
Enter the Ghoſt of Prince Edward, Son to Henry vi. 
Gheſt. Let me ſit heavy on thy ſoul to-morrow ! 
a [ To X. Ric h. 
Fhink how thou ſtabb'dſt me in the prime of youth 


At Tewkſbury; therefure deſpair, and die. 
Be chearful, Richmond ; tor the wronged ſouls 


LT e Richm, 
King ttenry's iJue, Richmond, comſorts thee, 


N 
; 
1 
\ 
| 


es added a 


262 King Richard Ill. AQ. 
Enter th Gh:/7 © Henry VI. 


Gh,/t. When 1 was mortal, my anointed body 
[To K. Rich, 

By thee was punched full of deadly holes; 
Think on the Tower and me; deſpair, and die. 
Henry the Sixth bids thee deipair and die. 

Virtuous and holy, be thou congueror: [To Richm. 
Harry, that prophe!y'd thou ſhould'ſt be King, 
Dota comliort thee in fleep; live thou and flouriſh. 


Enter the Glo? Clarence. 


Ghoſt. Let me fit heavy on thy ſoul to morrow ! 
[Ts X. Richard, 
1, that was watt 'd to death in fulſome wine, 
Poor Clarence, y thy guile betray'\ to death: 
To-morrow in the battle think on me, 
And fall thy edgeleſs ſword ; deſpair, and die. 
Thou offspring of the houſe of Lancaiter, 
[To Richmond. 
The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee ; 
Good angels guard thy battle! live aud flourith. 


Enter the Ghoſts of Rivers, Gray, and Vaughan. 


Riv. Let me tit heavy on thy ſoul to-morrow ! 
[72 K. Rich, 
Rivers, that dy'd at Pomſret: deſpair, and die. 
Gray. 1 hink upon Gray, and let thy fonl deipair, 
[Je K. Rich, 
Vang Think upon Vaughan, and with guilty tear 
Let lll thy lauace | Richard, deſpair, an | die. 
[To K. Rich, 
All Awake! and think our wrongs in Richard s bo- 
lom 
Will n—_— him, —— Awake, and win the day. | 
[To Richm,_ 


Enter the Gh ft of Lord Haſtings. 


Ghoſt. Bloody and guilty, gwkily awake; 


[To .X Rich, 
And in a bl oy battle enJ thy day-: 


Thulk va cord Hattwgs ; and J. pur, aud die. 


SC 5. King Richard III. 263 


Quiet, untronbled ſoul, awake, awake! [Te Richm. 
Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England's ſake, 


Enter the Ghoſts of the two young Princes. 


Ghoſts, Dream on thy couſins ſmother'd in the Tower: 
[To XK. Rich. 
Let us be lead within thy boſom, Richard, 
And weigh thee down to ruin, ſhame, and death ! 
Thy nephews' ſouls bid thee deſpair, and die. 
Sleep, Richmond, ſleep in peace; and wake in joy. 
[To Richm. 
Good angels guard thee from the boar's annoy! 
Live, and beget a happy race of Kings 
Edward's unhappy ſons do bid thee flouriſh, 


Enter the CHa of Anne his wiſe, 


Ce. Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy 
wite, [To A. Rich. 
That never ſlept a quiet hour with thee, ; 
Now fills thy ſleep with perturbations : 
To-morrow in the battle thick on me, 
And fall thy edgeleſs iword : deſpair and die. 
Thou, quiet ſoul, fleep then a quiet fleep : 


[7% Richm. 
Dream of ſucces and happy victory, 


I hy adverſary's wife doth pray for thee, 
Enter the C5177 of Buckingham, 


C. The firt was ! that kelp'd thee to the crown ; 
To A. Kich, 
The la was I that felt thy tyranny. 
O, in the battie think on Buckingham, 
And Cie in terror of thy guiltineis, 
Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death : 
Fainting, deſpair ; deſpairing yield thy breath. 
1 dy'd ſor hope cre I could lend thee aid: ¶ Ta Richm. 
But che ir thy heart, and be thou not diſmay'd; 
God and good angels fight on Richmond's ſide, 
And Richard fall in height of all his pride. 
[The Glofts vaniſh. 
| [K. Richard farts out of bis dre m. 
K. Nich. Give me another horſe—Liud up my wounds. 
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Have merey, Jeſu—Soft, I did but dream. 

O coward Conſcience ! how dolt thou aſſlict me? 
The lights burn blue is it not dead midnight ? 
Col fearful drops Rand on my trembling fleth. 
What! dol tear myſelf? there's none elle by; 
Richord loves Richard; that is, I ain I. 

Is there a murth'rer here? No, Yes. I am, “ 
My conſcience hath a thouſand ſev'ral tongues, 
And ev'ry tongue brings in a fev'ral tale, 

An] ev'ry tale condemns me for a villain. 
Perjury, perjury in high'ſt degree, 

Murther, (tern murther in the dir'ſt degree, 

All ſeveral fins, all ns'd in each degree, 

Throng to the bar, all crying, Guilty, guilty! 

I ſhall defpair : there is no creature loves me: 
And if 1 die, no ſcul ſhall pity me. + 

Methought the ſouls of all that I had murther'd 
Came to my tent, and every one did threat 
To-morrow's vengeance on the head of Richard. 


Enter Ratcliff. 


Rat. My Lord. 
XK. Rich. Who's there? 
Rat. Ratcliff, my Lord. The early village-cock 

Hath twice done ſalutation to the morn ; 

Your ff iends are ug, and buckle on their armour ; 
XK. Rich. Ratcliff, I fear, I fear 
Rat Nay, good my Lord, be not afraid of ſhadows, 
X. Rich. By the Apoſtle Paul, thadows to night 


» no; yes, I 2m. 
Then fly — What, from myſc!f? Great reaſon; Why? 
Leſt I revenge, What ?* myf If on myſcif? 
I love myſe f. Where ſcre! for any good 
That I myſelf have don unto myſe't: 
O, no. Aa, I rather hate myic , 
For haieful deeds committed by in elf. 
I am a villain; yet I lye, I am vn. 
Fool, of thyſelf ſpeak wicli——Foo!l, do not flatter. 
My conſeteuce hath, Sc. 


+ — —— n» foul ſhall pity me. 
N. y. er fore thou! rocy ? fince that Um ſel: 
Find in mytelf a+ p ty to my llt. 


Methouglt the Louis, Sc. 
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Have ſtruck more terror to the ſoul of Richard. 
Than can the ſubſtance of ten thoniand ſoldiers 
Armed in proof, and led by thallow Richmond. 
It is not yet near day Come, go with me; 
Under our tents I'll play the e..ves-dropper, 

To hear if any mean to ſhrink from me. 


[Excunt K. Richard and Ratcliſſ. 


r VI. 
Enter the Lords to Richmond ting in his tent. 


Lords. Good morrow, Richmond, 
Rich, Cry mercy, Lords and watchful Gentlemen, 
That you have ta'en a tardy laggard here. 
Lords. How have you flept my Lord? 
Rich. The ſweetell fleep, and ta:re!t-boding dreams, 
That ever enter'd in a drowiy head, 
Have I fince your departure had, my Lords. 
Methought their fouls whoſe bo ies Richard murther'd, 
Cane to my tert, and cried, On! V:iHory! 
] promiſe you my heart is very jocund, 
In the reme nbrance of ſo fan a dream. 
How tar into the morning is it, Lords? 
Lirds. Upon the ſtroke of tour. 
Rich M hy then tis time to arm, and give dirgtion. 
More than 1 have ſaid, loving country, men, 
The leiture and inforcemevt of the time 
For dids to dwell on; yet remember this, 
God and our good cauſe fi aht upon our file : 
The pray'rs of holy ſoints, and wrouged ſouls, 
Like high-rear'd bulwarks. ſtand before our taces, 
Richard except, thote whom we fight againſt, 
Had rather have us win, than him they fellow. 
For what is he they follow? truly, Gentlemen, 
A bloody tyrant, ard a homicide ; 
One rais'd in blood, and one in blood eſta“ liſh'd; 
One that made means to come iy what he hath, 
And ſlaughter'd thoſe that were the means t help him. 
A t ale fol itone, made precious by the toil 
Ot England's chair, where be is fa fly tet ; 
One that hath ever been God's exemy : 
Then if you fight agaiuſt God s cuen:y, 
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God will in juſtice ward yon as his ſoldiers. 

If you do ſweat to put a tyrant dow 1, 

You'll ſleep in peace, the tyrant being flain : 

If you do fight againit your country's foes, 

Your country's fat {hall pay your paias the hire: 
If you do fight in fateguard of your wives, 

Your wives {hall welcome home the conquerors : 
If you do tree your children from the ſword, 
Your childrens' caildren quit it in your age. 
Then, in the name ot God, and all theſe Tights,” 
Advance your ſtandards, draw your willing ſwords. 
For me, the ranſom of my bold attempt, 

Shall be this cold corpſe on the earth's cold face : 
But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt 

The leait of you ſhall ſhire his part thereof. 
Sound, drums aud trumpets, boldly, chearfully ; 
God, and Saint George! Richmond, and Victory! 


SCENE VI. 


Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, and Cateſby. 


K. Rich. What ſaid Northumberland as touching 
Richmond ? 
Rat. That he was never trained up in arms. 
K. _ He ſaid the truth; and what ſaid Surrey 
en ? 
Rat. He ſmil'd, and ſaid, The better for our purpoſe, 
K. Rich. He was i' th' right; and fo indeed it is. 
Tell the clock there give me a kalendar. 
[Clock firikes. 


Who ſaw the ſun to-day ? 

Rat. Not l, my Lord. 

K. Rich. Then he diſdains to ſhine : for, by the book, 
He ſhould have brav'd the eaſt an hour ago 
A black day it will be to ſome body. Ratclii ! 

Rat. My Lord? 

K. Nich. The ſun will not be ſeen to day; 

The ſky doth frown and lowre upon our army—— 
would thee dewy tears were from the ground 
Not ſhine to-day ? why, what is that to me 

More than to Richmond ? for the telf-\ me heav'a 


That trowns on me, looks ſadly upon him. 


4. 


Enter Norfolk. 


Nor. Arm, arm, my Lord; the foe vaunts in the field. 
X. Rich, Come, bultle, buitle—caparifon my horſe. 
Call np Ln Stanley, bid him bring his power; 
1 will lead forth my ſoluiers to the plain, 
And thus my battle ſhall be ordered. 
My forward ſhall be drawn out all in length, 
Conſiſting equally of horſe and ſoot : 
Our archers ſhall be placed in the midſt ; 
John Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of the foot and horſe, 
They thus directed, ve ourſelf will follow 
In the main battle, which on either fide 
Shall be well winged wit: our chicfelt horſe : 
This and St George to boot What chink'ſt thou, 
Nor ſolk 
Nor. A good direction, warlike Sovereign, 
This paper ſound I on my tent this morning. 
| [ Giving a ſcrowl, 
Focky of Norfolk, be not ſo bold, [ Reads, 
For Dickon thy maſter is bought and fold. 


X. Rich. A thing deviſed by the enemy. 
Go, Geatlemen ; go, each man to his charge. 
Let not our babling dreams affright our ſouls ; 
Conſcience is but a word that cowards uſe, 
Devis d at firſt to keep the ſtrong in awe : 
our ſtrong arms be our conſcience, ſwords our law. 
March on, join bravely, let us ro't pell mell, 
if not to heav n, then hand in hand to hell. 
What ſhall 1 ſay more than I hive inferr'd ? 
Remember whom you are to cope withal; 

A ſort of vagabonds, of raſcals, runaways, 
A ſcum of Britons, and baſe lackey-peaſants, 
Whom their o'er-cloyed country vomits torth 
To deſperate adveatures and deſtt uction. 
You fl-eping tafe, they bring you to unreſt : 
You having lands, and blefs'd with beauteous wives, 
They would dittrain the one, diftain the other. 
And who doth lead them, but a paltry fellow, 
Long kept in Bretagne at his motLer's coll? 
A milk-top, one that never in his lite 

Vor. v N 
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Felt ſo much cold, as over ſhoes in ſnow. 
Let's whip theſe ſtragglers o er the ſeas again, 
Laſh hence theſe over-weening rags of France, 
The'e ſamiſh d beggars, weary ot their lives; 
Who. but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 
For want of means, poor rats, had hang'd themſelves, 
If we be conquer d, let men conqu-r us, 
And not thote baltzrd Britons whom our fathers 
Have in their own land beaten, bubb'd, and thump'd, 
And on record leit them the heirs of thame. 
Shall theſe enjoy our lands? he with our wives ? 
Rav:iih our daughters? — Hark, I bear their drum. 

| Dram afar off, 
Fight, Gentle nen of England! fight, bold yeomen ! 
Draw, archers, draw your arrov's to the head ; 
Spur. your prou4 horſes hard, and ride in blood; 
Amaze the welkin with your broken ſtaves! 


Enter a Meſſenver, 


What ſays Lord Stanley ? will he bring his power ? 
Meß. My Lord, he doth deny to come. 
X. Rich Off inſtantiy with his ſon George's head. 
or y Lord, the enemy is pais'd the marſh; 
Aſter the battle let George Stanley die. 
K. Nich. A thouſand hearts are great within my boſom: 
Advance our ſtan ards, ſet upon our foes ; 
Our ancient word of courage, fair St Ceorge, 
Inſpire us with the ſpleen of fiery dragons. 
Upon them! Victory fits on our helas. [Exeunt. 


CTCCE WS Vi 
Alarum. Excurſions, Euter Cateſby. 


Cateſ. Reſcue, my Lord of Norfolk, reſcue, reſcue : 
The King enacts more wonders than a man, 
A daring oppotite to every danger! 
His horle is fl4in, and all on foot he fights, 
Seeking for R chmond in the throat of death. 
Reſcue, fair Lord, or elſe the day is loſt. 


Alaram. Enter King Richard, 0 
K. Rich, A horſe! a horſe ! my kingdom for a horſe! 


it, 


rſe 
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Cateſ. Withdraw, my Lord, 1'll help you to a horſe. 
X. Rich, Slave, I have ſet my lite upon a caſt, 

And 1 will ſtand the hazard of the dye: 

think there be ſix Richmon:s in the field; 

Five have I ſtain to-day inſtea d of him. 

A horie ! a horie! my kingdom for a horſe! [Exeunt. 


Alarums. Enter King Richard and Richmond ; they 
fight, Richard is lain. 


Retreat and flouriſh. Enter Richmond, Stanley, bear- 


ing the crown, with divert other Lords. 


Rich. God and your arms be prais'd, victorious 
The day is ours ! the bloody dog is dead, [friends, 
Stan. Couragious Richmond, well halt thou acquit 
Lo, here theſe long-uſurped royalties, [thee 3 
From the dead temples of this bloody wretch, 
Have | pluck'd off, to grace thy brows withal. 
Wear it, enjoy it, and make ule ct it. 
Nich. Great God of heaven, ſay Amen to all! 
But tell me firſt, is young George Stanley living? 
Stan. He is, my Lord, and ſafe in Leiceſter town; 
Whither, if you fo pleaſe, we may withdraw us. 
Rich. What men of name are f1iin on either ſi le? 
Stan. Joka Duke of Norfolk, Walter the Lord Ferris, 


Sir Robert Brakenbury, Sir William Brandon. 


Rich. Inter their bodies as becomes their births. 
Proclaim a pardon to the ſoldiers fled, 
That in fſub.niflion will return to us. 
Aud then, as we have ta'ca the [acrament, 
We will unite the white roſe and the red. 
Smile heaven upon this fair cor junction, 
That long bath frown'd upon their enmity ! 
What traitor hears me, and ſays not, Amen? 
England hath long been mad, and ſcarr'd herſelf; 
The brother blindly ſhed the brother's blood, 
The father raſhly 0 avghter'd his own ſon, | 
The ſons compell'd been butchers to the fire ; “ 
. butchers to the ſire: 
All this divided York and Lancaiicr, 
Divided in their dire diviuon. 
O now let, &c. 
Z 2 
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O now let Richmond and Eliſabeth, 

The true :ucceecers of each royal houſe, 

By God's tar or inance conjorn together! 

And let theirs (God, it thy will be ſo) 

Fnrich the time to come with ſmooth-fac'd Peace, 
Meth ſnilng Plenty, and fair proſp'rous days, 
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord! 

That would reduce theſe bloody days again, 

And make poor England weep in lireams of blood, 
Let them not hve to telte this landes increaſe, 

That would with treaton wound tleis fair land's peace, 
Now civil wounds are ſtopp d. Peace lives again: 
That le may long live here, God ſay, Amen? 


[Exeund, 


C. 
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© it Mm: a 2Þ 3a © 


Come no mare te nit: you laugh ; things now 
That be ir 2 w0-igh'y inl x (erinus brow, 
Sal, hizh, x44 uv -hinz, Full of tate wind woe; 
Such novice ſcencs 45s dra the eye to flow, 
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IWe ſhall preſent. Theſe tiat can fity, here 
Nur, if they think it well, l:t jail a tear; 
The, ulſject will deſerve it. Such as give 

Their money out of hope they may believe, 

May here find truth tas. Thoſe that come to ſet 
Only a ſhaw or two, ( «nd ſo agree, 

The play mny paſs , if they be flill and willing, 
I undertake. may fee away their foilling 
Richly in two ſhort hours. On they 

That come to hear a merry bawdy play: 

Al nieiſe of targets ; or to ſee a fellow 

In a long motely coat, guar ted with yellow ; 
Mill be deceiv'd : for, gentle hearers, know, 

Ts rank our choſen truth with ſuch a ſhow 

As fool and fight is, ¶ befides forfeiting 

Our caun brains, and th opinion that we bring 
To make that only true we now intend ), 

Vill leave use er an underſtanding friend. 
Therefore, for goodneſs” ſake, as you are known. 
The firſt and happieſt hearers of the town, 

Be fad, as wwe would make ye. Think ye ſee 
The very perſons of cur noble flory, 

As they were living: think you ſee them great, 
And foliow'd with the gen ral throng, and fweat 
Of t'orfand friends ; then, in a moment, ſes 
Heu ſoon ti is mightineſs meets miſery /! 

Aud, if you can be merry tben, [ll jay, 

A man may weep upon his wedding day, 


SS W. SC EN Z I. 


An antichamber in the palace. 


Enter the Duke cf Norfolk, at one door; at the other, 
the Dake of Buckingham, and the Lord Abergavenny. 


Buck, Oop morrow, and well met. How have 
© you done 
Since laſt we faw y in France? 
Rer. I thank your Grice: 


er. 
LY » 
avs 
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Eculchful, and ever ſince a freth admirer 
Ot whit I ſaw there. 
Buck. An untimely ague 
Sray'd me a priſoner in my chamber, when 
Thoſe ſuns of glory, thoſe two lights of men, 
Met in the vale of Arde : 
Nor. 'Twixt Guynes and Arde : 
I was then preſent, ſaw em lalute on horſeback, 
Beheld them when they lightcd, how they clung 
In their embracement, ay they grew together; 
Which had they, what four throg'd ones could have 
Such a compounded one ? [ weigh d 
Back. All the whole time | 
I was my chamber's priſoner. 
Nr. Ihen you loſt 
The view of earthly glory. Men might ſay 
Till this time Pomp was fiagle. but now marry'd 
To one above itlelf. Each following day 
Became the next Jay's matter, till the lait 
Made former wonders, its To-day the French,. 
All clinquant, all in gold, like Heathen zo.ts, 
Shone down the tnglith ; and to-morrow they 
Made Britain India: every man that ſtood, 
Shew'd like a mine. Their dwartiſh pages were 
As cherubins, all gilt; the Madams too, 
Not us d to toil, did almoit ſweat to bear 
The pride upon them; that their very labour 
Was to them as « painting Now this matk 
Was cry'd incompirab!le; and th'entuing n ght 
Made it a fool and beggar. The two Kin s, 
Equal in luſtre, were now beſt, now worit, 
A pretence did pretent them; him in eye, 
Sud hin iu praiie; and being prejeut both, 
*'T was ſaid they law but one; and no dilcerner 
Durit was hs tongue in cenlure . When theſe ſuns 
(For Io they parale em) by their heralds challeug d 
'1 he noble tpirits to arms. they did pertorm 
Beyoud thoughts compals ; that old fabulous (tory 
(Being aum teen pollib.e enough) got credit; 
That Bevis was oeliev d. 


® Cenjare, for determination, of which had the nobleſt 
} Tac old romanuc legend of Bevis. of Soutuampton, Mr Pope, 


274 King Henry vin. Act 1. 


Buck. Oh, you go far, 
Nor. As | belong to worſhip, and aſſect 
In honour, honeſty ; the track of every thing 
Would by a good difcourſer lotz fome life, 
Which action's ſelf was tongue to. All was royal; 
To the diipoling of it nought rebell'd ; 
Order gave — thing view; the office did 
Diſtinctly his full function. 

Buck. Who did guide, 
I mean, who ſet the ody and. the limbs 
Of this great ſport together, as you gueſs ? 


Nor One, ſure, that promiſes uo element“ H. 
In ſuch a buſineſs. . Fo 
Buck. Pray you, who. my Lord ? Bu 
Nor All this was order'd by the good diſcretion A 
Of the Right Rev'rend Cardinal of York. 
Buck. The devil ſpeed him! no man's pye is ſreed Tt 


From his ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in theie fierce vanities? I wonder, 
That ſuch a ketch can with his very bulk 
Take up the rays o' th bericficial tun, 

And keep it tron the earth, 


Nr. Yet, ſurely, Sir, D. 
There's in hi n ituſt that puts hin to theſe ends. 11 
For being not propt by anceitry, whoie grace 
Chalks ſucceſſors their way; nor call d 8 pon Fo, 
For high feats done to th ciown ; neither ally'd Ou 
Jo ennent afliitants ; but ſpider · like 
Out ot his 1cii-drawn wab;o—n—_this gives us note, Th 


The force of his own merit makes his way 
A itt that heaven zes, which buys ior him 


A pl ice next to the King. At 
Aber. i cannot tell ; 

What beav n hath ziv'n him; let ſome graver eye 
Pierce into that: but i can ſec his pride . 
Peep through each part of him. M hence has he that? rity, 
It not trom "ell, the devil is a nig gard, who 
Oi has given all cetore 3; and he vegins + 
A new het ia bine * of 
Buck But why che devil, "* te 
Upo: us Freack go ng out, took he upon him, * toe 
2 


dle ment, for talent, capacity. 
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Without the privity o' th' King, t'appoint 
Who thoul | attend him? He makes up the file 
Of all the gentry : tor the moit part ſuch, 
On whom as great a charge as lttle honour 
He meant to lay : and his own letter only 
(he honourable board of council out) 
Mult tetch in him he papers “. 

Aber. I do know 
Kinſmen of mine, three at the leaſt, that have 
By this ſo ſicken d their eſtates, that never 
] hey ſhall abound as formerly, 

Buck. O, many 
Have broke their backs with laying manors on em 


For this great journey. What did this great vanity 
But miniſter communication of | 
A molt poor iſſue? 

Nor. Grievingly, I think, 
The peace between the French and us not values 
The coſt that did conclude it. 

Buck + Every man, 
After the hideous ſtorm that ſollow'd, was 
A thing inſpir'd ; and not conſulting, broke 
Into a general prophecy, that this tempeſt, 
Daſhing the garment of this peace, aboaded 
1 he ſudden breach on't. 

Nor. Which is budded out: 
For France hath flaw'd the league, and bath attach'd 
Our merchants' goods at Bourdeaux. 

Aber 1s it therefore 
Th' ambaſſador is filenc'd 4? 

Nor. Marry, is't. 

Aber. A proper title of a peace, and purchas'd 
At a ſuperfluous rate 

Buct, Why, all this buſineſs 


He papers, a verb. His own letter, by his own ſingle aut ha- 


rity, and without the concurrence of the council, mult fetch in him 
whom he papers down. Mr Pope. 


+ Hall ſays, Monday, 18th day cf June, there blew ſuch Norms 
* of wind and weather, that marvel was to hear; for which hideous 


** tempeſt ſome id. t was a very prognoitication of trouble and ha- 
ted ta come between priaces,” Ia zlenry VIII. p. 80. 


+ Silenc , for recall d. 
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Our Rev' rend Cardinal carried. 

Nor. Like it your Grace, 
The ſtate takes noti-e of the private difference 
Betwixt you and tue Cardinal, 1 advie you, 
(And take it from a heart that wiſhes tow'rds you 
Honour and plenteous “ ſafety), that you read 
The Cardinal's malice and his potency 
Together : to conſider further. that 
What his high hatre 4 would etfect. wants not 
A miniiter in his power, You k:ow his nature, 
That he's revenzetul; and 1 know his iword 
Hath a ſharp edge ; 'tis long, and 't may be faid 
Ic reaches far; and where twill not extend, 
Thither he darts it. Boſom up my counlel, 
You ll find it wholeſome. Lo, where comes that rock 
That I adviſe your ihunning. 


'S 3 Þ % We * 


Enter Cardinal Woliey, the purſe borne before him, cer- 
tain of the guard, and tus Secretaries with papers ; 
the Cardinal in his paſſave fixeth his eye on Buckingham, 
and Buckingham en him, both full of diſdain. 


Mol. The Dake of Buckingham's ſurveyor? ha! 
Where's his examination ? 
Seer. Here, ſo pleaſe you. 
Mol. is he in perſon ready? 
Seer. Ay, an't pleaſe your Grace. 
ol. Well, we (hall then know more; 
And Buckingham thall leſſen this big lovk, 
[ Exeunt Cardinal ani his train. 
Buck. This butcher's car is venom-month d. and 1 
Have not the poor to mazzle him; therefore beſt 
Not wake him in his fluimbec, A beggar's look 
Out-worths a noble 's blood, | 
Nor. What, are you chaf d? | 
Ak God for temp 'r.ince, that's th' appliance only 
Which your dil ile requires. 
Buck. I read in's looks 
Matter againit me, and his eye revil'd4 
Me as his abjeR o ject: at this initant 


® picutcous, for full, entire. 


IV again, there is no Fugliſh foul 
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He bores me with ſome trick, he's gone to th' King. 
III follow, and outiiare him, 

Nor. Stay, my Lord; : 
And let your re don with your choler queſtion 
W hat tis you go about. lo climb lteep hills, 
Requires ſlow pace at brit. anger is like 
A tull-hot horte. who being allow'd his way, 
Self-mettle tires him Not a man m Englaud 
Can adviſe me, like you: be to yourlclt 
As you would to your friend, 

Buck Ul to the King, 
And from a month of honour quite cry down 
This Iptwich tellow s intolence, or proclaim 
There's diff 'rence in no perſons. 

Nor Be adviied ; 
Heat not a turnace tor your foe fo hot, 
"That it do linge yourlelt. Me may outrun 
By violent twiitueis, that which ve run at, 
And lote by over-running: kaow you not, 
"I he fire that mounts the liq1or til: t run o'er, 
Seeming t augment it wattes it? be auvis'd. 


More (tron. er to direct you than yourſelf, 
If with the ſap of reaſon you would quench, 
Or bur ay the fire of paſſion, 
Buck. Sir, 
I'm thankful to you, and 1] go along 
By your, preſcription ; but this top- proud fellow, 
M bom from the flow of gall I name not, but 
From ſincere ® motions ; by intelligence, 
And proots as clear as tounts in July, when 
Me ſee eich grain of gravel, 1 do kuow 
To be corrupt 4nd treatonous. 
Nor. Say not treatonous 
Buck — th' King 1 UI lay't, and make my vouch s 
on 
As ſhore ot — Attend, This holy fox, 
Or wolt, or bots, (for he is equal rav'nous, 
As he 1s tubtle; and as prone to michiet, 
As able to perform t), his mind and place 


In the ſenſe of Hucerus, Lat, legitimate, out of love to my 
counuy, and trom no private prejedices, 
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Inſecting one another, yea, reciprocally, 

Only to ſhew his pomp, as well in France 

As here at home, ſug eſts “ the King our maſter 
To this lait coſtly treaty, th' interview, 

That ſwallow'd fo much treaſure, and like a glaſs 
Did break i' th' riating. 

Nor Faith, and ſo it did. 

Buck Pray, give me favour, Sir, —— This cunning 
The articles o' th' combination drew, {[ Cardinal 
As himielt pleas'd ; and they were ratiſy'd, 

As he cry'.!, Let it be to as much end, 

As give a crutch to th” dead, But our court Cardinal 
Has done this, an.! tis well tor worthy Woliey, 
Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows, 
(Which, as I take it is a kind of puppy 

To th' old dam, treaſon). Charles the Emperor, 
Under pretence to fee the Queen his aunt, 

(For 'twas indeed his col»ur, but he came 

Jo whiiper Wolſey), here makes vititation, 

His fears were, that the interview betwixt 

England and France mt:zht through their amity 
Breed him ſome prejudice; for from this league 
Peep d harms that menac's him. He privily 

Deals with our Cardinal, and as I crow, 

Which Ido well for I am fure the Emperor 
Paid ere he promis'd, whereby his tuit was granted 
Ere it was aſk d. But when the way was made 
And pav d with gold, the Emp'ror thus deſir'd, 
That he would pleaſe to alter the King's courſe, 
And break the foretaid peace. Let the King know, 
(As ſoon he ſhall by me), that thus the Cardinal 
Does buy and fell his houour as he pleales, 

And for his own advant-ge. 

Nr I am forry 
To hear this of him; and could wiſh you were 
Something miltaken in't. 

Buck No, not a iyllable. 

I do pronouu.e him in that very ſhape 
He thall appear iu proof, 


. ſuggeſls, for excites, 


SCENE III. 


Enter Brandon, a Serjeant at Arms before him, and tw6 
or three of the guard. 


Bran. Your office, Serjeant; execute it. 
Serj. Sir, 
My Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl 
Of Hertford, Stafford, and Northampton, I 
Arreſt thee of high treaſon, in the name 
Of our moſt Sov'reign King. 
Buck. Lo you, my Lord, 
The net has fall'n upon me; I ſhall periſh 
Under device and practice. 
Brand. I am ſorry 
To ſee you ta'en trom liberty, to look on 
The buſineſs preſent. Tis his Highneſs pleaſure 
You ſhall to th' Tower, 
Buck. It will help me nothing 
To plead mine innocence; for that dye is on me 
Which makes my whit'ſt part black. The will of heav'n 
Be done in this and all things! I obey. 
O my Lord Aberga'nny, fare ye well. - 
Bran. Nay, he mult bear you company. The King 
Is pleas'd you ſhall to th' Tower, till you know 
How ke determines further. 
Aber. As the Duke ſaid, 
The will ot heav'n be done, and the King's pleaſure 
Py me obey'd ! 
Bran. Here is a warrant from 
The King, t attach Lord Moatague, and the bodies 
Of the Duke's coufeſſor, John de la Court, 
And Gilbert Peck, his chancellor. 
Buck. So, ſo; 
Theie are the limbs o th” plot. No more, I hope ? 
Bran A monk o' th' Chartreux. 
Buck, Nicholas Hopkins ? 
Bran. He. 
Buck, My ſurveyor is falſe, the o'er-great Cardinal 
Hath thew'd him gold; my lite is ſpann's already. 
I am the ſhadow of poor Buckingham, 
Whoſe fgure ev'n this inſtant cloud puts on, 
By dark ning my clear fun. My Lord, farewel. [Exe, 
Vor. V, Aa 
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SCENE W. Changes to the council chamber. 


Cornet. Enter King Henry, leaning on the Cardinal'; 
Ider ; the nobles, and Ser Thomas Lovell; the Car- 
dinal places himſelf under the King's feet on his right fade. 


King. My life itſelf, and the beſt heart of it, 
Thanks you for this great care: I ſtood i'th' level 
Of a full charg'd conted'racy, and give thanks 
To you .. it. 1.9. d before us 
That gentleman of Buckingham's in perſon ; 

1 date die his — 
And point by point the treaſons of his maſter 
He ſhall again relate, 


A noiſe within, crying, Room for the Queen. Enter the 
Dueen uſher'd by the Dukes of Nortolk and Suffolk : 
e kneels, The King riſeth from his flate, takes her 
up, kiſſes, and placeth her by him. 


Dueen. Nay, we muſt longer kneel ; I am a ſuitor, 
King. Ariſe, and take your place by us; half your 
Never name to us; you have half our power: [ſuit 
The other moiety ere you aſk, is given; 

Repeat your will, and take it. 

Sucen., Thank your Majeſty. 

That you would love yourſelf, and in that love 

Not unconſider'd leave your honour, nor 

The dignity of your office, is the point 

Of my petition, 

King. Lady mine, proceed. 

DPucen, I am ſolicited not by a ſew, 

And thoſe of true condition, that your ſubjects 

Are in great grievance, There have been commiſſions 
Sent down among em, which have ſlaw d the heart 
Of all their loyalties ; wherein although, [Te Wolſey. 
My good Lord Cardinal, they vent reproaches 

Moſt bitterly on you, as putter oa 

Of theſe exactions; yet King our maſter 

(Whoſe honour Heav'n ſhield from ſoil) ev'n he 'ſcapes 
Language unmannerly ; yea ſuch which breaks [not 
The ſides of loyalty, ard almoſt appears 

la loud rebellion, 
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Nor. Not almoſt appears, 
It doth appear; for, upon theſe taxations, 
The clothiers all, not able to maintain 
The many ro them longing, have put off 
The ſpinſters, carders, fullers, weavers ; who, 
Unfit tor other life, compell'd by hunger 
And lack of other means, in deſp'rate manner 
Daring th event to th” teeth, are all in uproar, 
And danger ſerves among them. 

Meng. Howl taxation? 
Wherein ? and what tazation? My Lord Cardinal, 
You, that are blam'd for it alike with us, 
Know you of this taxation ? 

el Pleaſe you, Sir, 
I know but of a fingle part in aughe 
Pertains to th' tate, and front but in that file 
Where others tell ſteps with me. 

Qucen. No, my Lord, 
You know no more than others: but you frame 
mf are known alike , which are not whol- 


Win and yet muſt 
Perforce be their acquaintance, Theſe exactions 
(M hereof my Sov'reign would have note) they are 
Molt peſtilent to th* hearing ; and to bear = 
The back is ſacrifice to th ; they ſay 
They are devis'd by you, or elſe you ſuffer 
Too hard an exclamation. 
King. Still, exaction! 
The nature of it, in what kind let's know 
Is this exaction ? 
Queen. I am much too vent'rous 
In tempting of your patience, but am bolden'd 
Under your promis d pardon. The ſubjects“ grief 
Comes thro' commiſſions, which compel from each 
The ſixth part of his ſubſtance, to be levy'd 
Without delay ; and the pretence for this 
Is nam'd your wars ia France. This makes bold mouths, 
Tongues ſpit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegiance i in them; all their curſes now 
Live where their pray'rs did; and 'tis come to pals, 
* alike, for equai,y 10 all. 
Aa2 
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That tractable obedience is a ſlave 
To each incenſed will. I would your Highneſs 
Would give it quick conſideration, for 
1 here is no primer buſineſs. 

King. By wy life, 
This is againſt our pleaſure, 

Wil. And for me, 
I have no further gone in this, than by 
A ſingle voice; and that not paſt me, but 
By learned approbation of the judges, 
It I'm traduc'd by tongues, which neither know 
My faculties, nor per ſon, yet will be 
The chronicles of my doing; let me ſay, 
*Tis but the ſate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue muſt go through: we mult not flint 
Our neceſſary actions, in the fear 
To cope malicious cenſurers; which ever, 
As rav'nous ſiſhes, do a veſſel follow 
That is new trimm'd, but benefit no further 
'Than vair.ly longing. What we oft do belt, 
By ſick “ interpreters, or weak ones, is 
Not ours, or not allowed; what worſt, as oft 
Hitting a groſſer quality, is cry'd up 
For our bett act: if we ard ſlill, in fear 
Cur motion will be mock'd or carped at, 
We ihould take roct here where we ſit, 
Or fit date- ſtatues only. 

Ang. Things Cone well, 
And with a cre, exempt hemſelvee from fear ; 
Things done without exampl-, in their iſſue 
Are to be fear l. Have you a precedeut 
Of this commiiton ? I bel'eve rat any, 
We mult not rend cur ſebjects from our laws, 
And ſtick chem in our will. Sixth part of each ! 
A trembling contribution ! — hy, we take 
From ev'ry tree, lop r, bark, and part o' th timber: 
And though we leave it with a root thus hack d, 
The air w:ll drink the fap, 1loev'ry county, 
Where this is queition'd, fend our letters, with 
Free q don to each man that bas deny'd 
The force of this commiſſion: pray look to't ; 

* ſk, for prejudiced. 
+ Lep is a ſuvicanti-e, and ſignifies the drancꝭ es. 


I put it to your care. 

Mol. A word with you. [To the Secretary. 
Let there be letters writ to every ſhire, , 
Ur the King's grace and pardon, The griev'd commons 
Hardly conceive of me, let it be nois'd, 
That, through our interceſſion, this revokement 
And par don comes; I thall anon adviſe you | 
Further in the proceeding. [ Exit Secretary. 

SCENE V. Enter Surveyor, 


Queen I'm ſorry that the Duke of Buckingham 
Is rua in your diſpleaſure. 

King. It grieves many. 

The gentleman is learn'd, a moſt rare ſpeaker, 
To nature none more bound; his training ſuch, 
That he may furnith and iaſtruct great teachers, 
And never ſeek for aid out of himſelf. 

Yet ſee when noble benefits ® ſhall prove 

Not well diſpos d , the mind grown once corrupt, 
They turn to vicious forms . ten times more ugly 
Than ever they were fair. This man fo *complith'd, 
Who was inroll'd mongſt wonders, and when we, 
Almolt with lining raviſh'd, could not find 

His hour of ſpeech, a minute; he, my Lady, 
Hath into monſtrous habits put the graces 

That once were his, and is become as black 

As if beſmear'd in hell. Sit, you ſhall hear 
(This was his gentleman in truſt) of him 

Things to [ſtrike honour ſad. Bid him recount 
The ited practices, whereof 

We cannot feel too little, hear too much. 

Wol. Stand forth, and with bold ſpirit relate, what 
Moſt like a careful ſubject, have collected [you, 
Out of the Duke of Buckingham. | 

King. Speak freely. 

Surv, Fird, it was uſual with him, ev'ry day 
It would infect his ſpeech, that if the King 
Should without iſſue die, he'd carry it ſo 
To make the iceptre his. Theſe very words ; 

® benefits, for accompliſhments. 

+ dijpos'd, for placed, ſituate. 

4 forms, tor habits ; mand ef ces bit. 
® 3 
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I've heard him utter to his ſon-in law, 
Lord Aberpa'rny ; to whom by oath he menac'd 
Rever ge upon the Cardinal. 

Hol. Pleate your iiighnefs, note 

His dangerous conception in this point : 
Not f ended by his wiſh to your high perſon, 
His will is n oſt malignant, and it Riretches 
Beyond you to your friends. 

Qucen. My learn'd Lord Cardinal, 
Deliver all with charity. 

King Speak on. 

How grounde.! he his title to the crown 
Upon our fail? to this point haſt thou heard him 
At any time fpeak aughr ? 

Surv He was brought to this, 

By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins. 

King, What was that Hopkins? 

Surv, Sir, a Chartreux frier, 

His confeſſor, who fed him ev'ry minute 
With words of ov'reignty 

King. How know'lt thou this? 

Surv. Not long betore your Hizhnefs ſped to France, 
The Duke being at the Roſe, within the pariſh 
St Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 
What was the ſpeech among the Londoners 
Concerning the French journey ? I reply'd, 

Men fear' the French would prove perfidious 

To the King s danger: preſently the Duke 

Said, 'twas the fear, indeed ; and that he doubted 
*T would prove the verity of certain words 

Spoke by a holy monk; that oft, ſays he, 

Hath ſent to me, wiſhing me to permit 

John de ja Court, my chaplain, a choice hour 

To hear from him a matter of ſome moment: 
Who after under the confeſſton's teal 

He ſolemnly had ſworn, that what he ſpoke 

My cha; lain to no creature living, bat 

To me, ſhou'd utter; with confidence demure, 
Thus pauſingly er:fu'd ;—Neither the King nor's heirs 
(Tell you the Duke) ſhall proſper ; bid him ſtrive 
To gain the love o' th* commonalty ; the Duke 
Shall govern England. * 
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Queen. If I know you well, 
You were the Duke's ſurveyor, and loſt your offi:e 
On the complaint o th tenants: take good heed, 
You charge not in your ſpleen a noble perſon, 
And ſpoil your noble foul; 1 ſay, take heed; 
Yes. heart.ly I beſeech you. 

ing . Let him on. 

Go forward. 

Surv. On my ſoul, I'll fpeak but truth. 
J told my Lord the Duke, by th' devil's illuſions 
The monk might be deceiv'd ; and that 'twas daag'rous 
For him to ruminate on this, until 
It forg'd him fome Helign ; which, teing believ'd, 
It was much like to do. He anfwer'd, Tuth, 
It can do me no damage: adding further, 
That had the King in his laſt ſickneſs fail d. 
The Cardinal's and Sir Thomas Lovcll's heads 
Should have gone off. 

King Ha! what ſo rank? ah ha 
There's miſchief in this man, Canſt thou ſay further? 
Su rv. I can, my Liege. ; 

King. Proceed, 
Surv, Being at Greenwich, 
Aſter your Highneſs ha! reprov'd the Duke 
About Sir William Blomer 
King. | remember 
Of ſuch a time, he being my ſworn ſervant, 
The Duke ret:in'd him his. Bat on; what hence? 
Surv If, quoth be, I for this had been com r.itted 
To the Tower, as I thought; I would bave piay'd 
The part my father meant to act upon 
Th' uturper Richard, who, | eing at Saliſbury, 
Made ſuit to come in's pretence; which if granted, ; 
(is he made ſemblance of his duty), he would | 
Have put his knite into him. | 
King A giaut-traitor! 
Mel Now, Madam, may his Highneſs live in free- 
And this man our of priſon ? Lom, 
Queen God med all ! 
King. l here's ſomething more would out of thee ; 
what ſay'ſt? 
Surv, After the Duke his father with the knife. 


He ſtreteh d him, and with one hand on his dagger, 
Another ſpread on's breaſt, mounting his eyes, 
He did diſcharge a horrible oath, whoſe tenor 
Was, were he evil-us d, he would outgo 
His father, by as much as a performance 
Does an irreſolute * purpoſe. 
King. There's his period, 
To ſheath bis knife in us; he is attach'd, 
Call him to preſent trial. If he may 
Find mercy in the law, tis his; if none, 
Let him not ſeek't of us: by day and night, 
He's traitor to the height. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. An apartment in the palace. 


Enter Lord Chamberlain, and Lord Sands. 


Cham. Is't poſſible the ſpells of France ſhould juggle 
Men into ſach ſtrange mockeries ? 
Sandi. New cuſtoms, 
Though they be never ſo ridiculous, 
Nay, ſet 'em be unmanly, yet are follow'd. 
Cham. As far as I ſee, all the good our Engliſh 
Have got by the laſt voyage, is but merely 
A fit or two o' th' face: but they are ſhrewd ones; 
For when they hold 'em, you would ſwear directly 
Their very noſes had been counſellors 
To Pepin or Clotharius, they keep ſtate ſo. 
Sands. They've all new legs, and lame ones; one 
would t.ke it, 
(That never ſaw em pace before), the ſpavin 
And ſtring-halt reign d among em. 
Cham. Death! my Lord, | 
Their cloaths are after ſuch a Pagan cut too, 


That, ture, they ve worn out Chriſtendom, How now? 


What news, Sir Thomas Lovell? 
Enter Sir Thomas Lovell. 


Lov. *Faith, my Lord, —.— 
T hear of none, but the new proclamation 
That's clapp'd upon the cou t- gate. 
Cham. What is't for? 


* Irreſlute, for unperformed lumyly. 
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Lov. The reformation of our travell'd gallants, 
That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors. 
Cham. I'm glad 'tis there; now 1 would pray our 
Monſieurs 
To think an Engliſh courtier may be wiſe, 
And never fee the Louvre. 
Lov. l hey mult either 
(For fo run the conditions) leave thoſe remnants 
„% Ot fool ani feather that they got in France; 
„% With all their honourable points ot ignorance 
« Pertaining thereunto, as fights and fire-works ; 
« Abuſing beiter men than they can be, | 
Out of a foreign wiidom; clean renouncing 
« The faith they have in tennis, and tall Rockings, 
« Short bolſter d breeches. and thoſe types of travel; 
« And underſtand again like honed men; 
Or pack to their old play tellows : there, I take it, 
They may, cum privilegio, wear away 
The lag-end of their lewuneſs, and be laugh'd at. 
Sands. Tis ti ne to give them phy ſic, their diſcaſes 
Are grown ſo catching. 
Cham. What a lots our ladies 
Will have of theſe trim vanities ? 
Lov Ay, marry, 
There will be woe indeed, Lords; the fly whor ſons 
Have got a ſpeeding trick to lay down ladies: 
A French ſong and a fiddle has no fellow. ſing: 
Sands The devil fiddle em! I'm glad they're go- 
For, ture, there's no converting em. Now, Sirs, 
An honeſt country Lord, as 1 am, beaten 
A long time out of pliy, may bring his plain ſong, 
And have an hour of hearing, and by'r Lady, 
Held current muſie too. 
Chb.m, Weil faid, Lord Sands; 
our colt's tcoth is not cait yet? 
Sands. No, my Lord, 
Nor ſhall not, while I have a Gump. 
Cham. Sir Thomas, 
W hither are you going? 
Lov To the Carcinal's ; 
Your Lordthip is a gneſt too. 
Cham. O, tis true; 
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This night he makes a ſupper, and a great one, 
To many Lords and La-ties ; there will be 
The be u y of this king lom, I'll affure you. 

Lov. Thit chur:hman bears a bounteous mind in- 
A hand as trwif:t +5 the land that feeds us, F[deed; 
His dew falls ev y where. 

Cham, No doubt he's noble ; 

He had a black mouth hit ſaid other of him. 

Sands. Ve miy my Lord, h as wherewithal: in him 
Spariug would {hew 4 worſe fin than il] doctrine, 

Men of his way tho-nl be mult liberal, 
They're fet here for examples. 

Cham True, they are ſo; 
But few now give ſo great ones, My barge ſtays ; 
Your Lo dſhip thall along: come, Sir Thomas, 
We ſhull be late elſe, which I would nat be, 
For | wa. ſpoke to, with Sir Henry Guilford, 
This night to be comptrollers. 

Sands. | m yc ur Lordſhip's. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE Vil. Changes to Tork-hor:fe. 


Hautbeyt. A ſmall table under a flate for the Cardinal, 
a longer table for the gueſts. Then enter Anne Bullen, 
and divers other ladies and gentlewomen, as gueſts, at 
one door ; at another door, enter Sir henry Guilford. 


Cuil. Ladies, a gen'ral welcome from his Grace 
Salutes you all : this night he dedicates 
To fair content and you : none here, he hopes, 
In all this noble bevy, has brought with her 
One care abroad : he would have all as merry, 
As, firſt, good company, then good wine, good welcome, 
Can make good people. j 


Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands, and Lovell. 


O my Lord, y'are tardy ; 
The very thoughts of this fair company 
Clapp'd wings to me. 
Cham. You're young, Sir Harry Guilford. 
Sands, Sir Thomas L:vell, had the Cardinal 
But half my lay-thoughts in him, ſome of theie 
Should find a 1unning banquet ere they reſted, 
I think would better pleaſe em: by my lite, 
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They are a ſweet ſociety of fair-ones. 

Tk o that your Lordſhip were but now confeſſor 
To one or two of theſe ! 

Sands. | would I were; 


% Faith how caly ? 

Sands. As eaſy as a down-bed would afford it, 

Cham. Sweet Ladies, will it pleaſe you fit? Sir Harry, 
Place you that fide, I'll take the ch of this : 

His Grace is ent'ring : nay, you muſt not freeze; 
Two women plac'd together, make cold weather: 
My Lord Sands, you are one will keep em waking ; ' 
Pray fit between theſe ladies. 

Sands. By my faith, 
And thank your Lordſhip. By your leave, ſweet Ladies; 
If 1 chance to talk a little wild, forgive me; 

1 had it from my father. 

Anne. Was he mad, Sir? 

Sands. O, very mad, exceeding mad, in love too; 
But he would bite none; juſt as Ido now, | 
He'd kiſs you twenty with a breath, 

Cham, Well ſaid, my Lord: 

So now y'are fairly ſeated ; Gentlemen, 
The penance lies on you, if theſe fair ladies 
Paſs away frowning. 
Sands. For my little cue, 
Let me alone. 
Hautboys., Enter Cardinal Wolſey, and takes his flate- 

Wael. Y'are welcome, my fair gueſts ; that noble lady, 

Or gentleman, that is not freely merry, 
Is not my friend, This to contirm my welcome, 
And to you all good health. [ Drirks. 

Sands. Your Grace is noble: 


Let me have ſuch a bow! may hold my thanks, 
And ſave me ſo much talking. 
Wol. My Lord Sands, 
I am beholden to you; cheer your neighbour : 
Ladies, you are not merry; Gentlemen, 
Whoſe fault is this ? | 
Sands. The red wine firſt muſt riſe 


In their fair cheeks, my Lord, then we ſhall have em 
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Talk us to ſilence. 
Anne. You're a merry gameſter, 
My Lord Sands. 
Sands. Yes, if 1 may make my play: 
Here's to your Ladyſhip, and pledge it, Madam: 
For 'tis to ſuch a thing 
Anne. You cannot ſhew me, 
Sands, 1 told your Grace that they would talk anon. 
[Drums and trumpets, chambers diſcharged, 
Mol. Whats that? 
Cham, Look out there, ſome of ye. 
Nel. What warlike voice, 
And to what end is this? Nay, Ladies, fear not; 
By all the laws of war y'are privileged. 


Enter a Servant. 


Cham. How now, what is't ? 

Serv. A noble troop of ſtrangers, 
For ſo they ſeem, have left their barge and landed; 
And hither make, as great 
From foreign Princes. 
Mel. Good Lord Chamberlain, 
Go, give 'em welcome; you can ſpeak the French 

tongue; 
And, pray, receive em nobly, and conduct em 
Into our preſence, where this beav'n of beauty 
Shall ſhine at tull upon them. Some attend him. 
[All ariſe, and tables removed. 

You've now a broken banquet, but we'll mend it, 
A good digeſtion to you all; and, once more, 
I inowre a welcome on ye: welcome all. 


Hauthsys. Enter King, and others as maſters, habited 
Lhe ſhepherds, uſber d by the Lord Chamberlain. They 
paſs direttly before the Cardinal, and gracefully ſalute 
im. 


A noble company! what are their pleaſures ? 
Cham. Becauſe they ſpeak no Engliſh, thus they pray d 
To tell your Grace, that having heard by tame 
Of this 1o noble and fo fair aſſembly, 
This night to meet here, they could do no leſs, 
Out of the great reſpect they bear to beauty, 
But leave their flocks, and under your fair conduct 
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Crave leave to view theſe Lidies, and intreat 
An hour of revels with eim. 

ol. Say, Lord Chamberlain, 

They've done my poor hov'e grace; for which I pay em 
A thouſand thanks, and pray em, take their plzature. 
[Chee Ladies, Ning 1:kes Anne Bullen. 

Aing. The faireſt hand i ever tou-h d! O Beauty, 
Till now I never knew thee. [Mufic. Dance, 

Vol. Good my Lord, — 

Cham, Yonr Grace? 

ol. Pray tell em this much as from me: 

There ſhould be one amongſt em by his perſon 
More worthy this place than my felt, to whom, 
IF but knew him, with my love and duty 

J would ſurrender it. 

Cham. I will, my Lord. 

Wol. What lay they ? 

Cham. Such a one, they all conſeſs, | 
There is indeed ; which they would have your Grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 

Hol. Let me ſee then: 
By all your good leaves, Gentlemen, here I'll make 
My Royal choice. 

King. Youv'e found him, Cardinal. 
You hold a fair aſſembly : you do well, Lord. 
You are a churchman, or, I'll tell you, Cardinal, 
I ſhould judge you uuhbappily. 

Weil. Vagghtd 
Your Gracè qs grown fo pleaſant. 

King My Lord Chamberlain, 

Pry'thee, come hither; what fair lady's that ? 
Cham. An t pieale your Grace, Sir Thomas Bullen's 
daughter, 
(The Viſcount Rochford), one of her Highneſs' women. 

Kirg. Ey heav n, ſhe's a dainty one, Sweet heart, 
were unmanne ly to take you out, [To Anne Bullen. 
And not to kiſs you. A health, Gentlemen ; 

Let it go round. 

Vel Sir Thomas Lovell, is the banquet ready 
I'th' privy chamber ? 

Lov. Yes, my Lord. 


Vor. V Bb 
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Aol. Yeur Crace, 
I jear, wth dancing is a little heated. 

King. I tear too much. 

4 | here's freſher air, my Lord, 
In the next chumber. 

King. Lead in your ladies every one. Sweet partner, 
I mult not yer ſorſake you, let's be merry. 
Good my Lo:d Cardinal, I have half a dozen healths 
To drink to thele fair ladies, and a meaſure 
To lead em once again; and then let's dream 
Who's belt in favour. Let the muſick knock it, 


[Exeunt with trumpets, 
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Enter two Gentlemen at ſeveral doors, 


1 Cen. Whither away fo faſt ? 
2 Gen, O Sir, Go! fare ye: 
Ev'n to the hall, to hear what ſhall become 
Of the great Duke of Buckingham. 
1 Gen I'll fave you 
That labour, :ir, All's now done, but the ceremony 
Ot bringing back the pris ner. 
2 Gen, Were you there ? 
1 Gen. Yes indeed was I. 
2 Gen. Pray, ſpeak, what has happen'd? 
1 Gen. You may gue's quickly what. 
2 Gen. ls he found guilty? | 
1 Cen. Yes, truly is he, and condemn'd upon't. 
2 Gen. I'm ſorry ſorꝰt 
1 Gen. So are a number more. 
2 Gen. But, pray, how paſs'd it? 
1 Cen. I'll tell you in a little. The great Duke 
Came to the bar; where, to his accuſ.tions, 
He pleaded ſtill Not guilty ; and alledg'd 
Many ſharp reaſons to defeat the law. 
The King's Attorney, on the contrary, 
Urg'd on examinations, proofs confeſſions 
Of divers witneſſes, whicnthe Duke detic'd 
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To hve brought viva v2ce to his face. 
At which appe ur d ayainit him his Surveyor, 
Sir Gilhert Pecke his Chancellor, and John Court 
Confcllor to him, with that devil monk 
Hopkins, that made this miſchict, 
1 Cen. That was he 
That ted him with his propl:ecies, 
1 Cen The fame ; 
All tkeſe accus'd him ſtrongly; which he fain 
Would have fling from him; but indeed he could not: 
And ſu his Peers upon this evidence 
Have found him guilty of high treaſon. Much 
He (poke, and learnecly for life; but all 
Was either pitie in him, or forgotten. 
2 Gen Aſter all this, how did he bear himſelf? 
1 Cen. When be was brought again toth' bar, to hear 
Nis knell rung out, his judgement, he was ſtirr d 
With ſuch an agony, he tweat extremely ; 
And ſomething ipoke in choler, ill and hatty 
But he fell to himſelf again, and ſweetly 
In all the reſt ſhew d a moſt noble patience. 
2 Gen, Io not think he tears death. 
1 Cen Sure he does not, 
He never was ſo womanilh ; the cauſe 
He may a little grieve at. 
2 Cen Certainiy 
The Cardinal is the end of this. 
1 Gen. Tis likely, 
By all conjeRares : firſt, Kildare's attainder, 


1 hen Deputy oi Ireland; who remov d, 


Farl Surrey was fert thither, and in Laile too, 
Lell he ſhould help his father, 

2 Cen. That trick of tate 
Was a deep envious one. 

1 Gen. At his return, 
Rio doubt he will requite it; this is noted, 
And, ger'rally, whoever the King tavours, 
1 he Cardinal inſtantly will find employment for, 
Ind lar enough from court too. 

2 Gen, All the commons 
Hate him pernicicuſly; and, o' my conſcience, 
W ith him ten fathom deep: this Duke as much 
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T hey love and doat on. call him bounteous Bucking- 
The mirror cf all courteſy, [ham, 


SCE NE I. 


Enter Buckingham from his arraignment, ( tipſtaves be- 
are him, the ax with the edge towards bim, halberts 
en each fide ), accompanied with Sir Thomas Lovell, 
Sir Nicholas Vaux, Sir William Sands, and commyn 
people, &c. 


1 Gen. Stay there, Sir, 
And ſee the noble rnin'd man you ſpeak of, 
2 Gen. Let's Stand cloſe, and behold him, 
Buck, All good people, 
Yeu that thus far have come to pity me, 
Hear what I fay, and then go home, and loſe me, 
I have this day receiv'd a traitor's judgement, 
And by that name mult die; yet, Heav'n bear witneſs, 
And it Lhave a conſcience, let it ſink me 
Even as the ax falls, if I be not faithful. 
'io th* law I bear no malice for my death, 
I has done, upon the premiſſes, but juſtice, 
But thoſe that fought it, 1 could wiſh more Chriſtiang, 
Be what they will, 1 heartily forgive em; | 
Yet let 'em look they glory not in miſchief, 
Nor build their evils on the graves of great men; 
For then my guiltleſs blood muſt cry againſt em. 
For further lite in this world I ne'er hope, 
Nor will 1 ſue, although the King have mercies 


More than I daze make faults. You few that Iov'd me, 


And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham. 

His noble friends and fellows, whom to leave 

Is only bitter to him, only dying; 

Go with nie, like good angels. to my end: 

nd as the long divorce of ſteel falls on me, 

Make cf your prayers one ſweet facrifice, 

And liſt my foul to keavin. Lead on, o' God's name. 
Lev I do beſeech your Grace tor charity, 

If ever any malice in your heart 

Vere hid againſt me, now forgive me frankly. 
Buck, vis Thomas Lovell, I as free forgive yon, 

As 1 would be forgiven. 1 forgive all. 
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There cannot be thoſe numberleſs offences 
Gainſt ne, I can't take peace with: no black envy 
Shal! mark my grave. —Commend me to his Grace: 
And, if he ſpeak of Buckingham, pray tell him, 
You met him half ia heav'n : my vows and pray'rs 
Yet are the King's; and, till my foul forſake me, 
Shall cry for blelliags on him. May he live 
Longer than 1 have time to tell his years! 
yer belov'd and loving may his rule be! 
Ant when old Time ſhall lead him to his end, 
Goodnels and he fill up one monument 

Lov. To th' water-lide I mult conduct your Grace, 
Then give my charge up to Sir Nicholas aux, 
Who undertakes you to your end. 

Laux Prepare there. 
The Duke is coming: ſez the barge be ready ; 
And fit it with ſach furn-ture as luits 
The greatnets of his per ſon 

Buck. Nay, Sir Nicholas, 
Let it alone; my ſtate now will but mock me. 
When | came hither, I was Lord High Conſtable, 
And Duke of Buckingham; now poor Edward Bohun. 
Yet I am richer than my baſe accuſers, 
That never knew what truth meant. I now ſeal it; 
And with that blood will make 'em one day grone tor't, 
My noble tather, Henry ot Buckingham, 
W ho firit rais'd head agatult uſurping Richard, 
Flying for ſuccour to his jervant Baniiter, 
Being diſtreſs d, was by that wretch betray'd, 
And without trial fell; God's peace be with him ! 
Heary the Sev'ath ſucceeding. truly pitying 
My tather's loſs, like a moit royil p:ince, 
Reitor d to me my honours; and, trom ruins, 
Made my name once more noble. Now his fon, 
Henry the Eighth, hfe, honour, name, and all 
That made me happy, at one ſtroke has taken 
For ever fron the w ld. | had my trial, 
nd uuſt needs tay. a noble one; which makes me 
A little happier than my wretched father. 
Yet thus far we are one i» tortune, both 
Fell by our ſei vauts, by thote men we iov'd : 
A —_ unuatural and ta'tblels ſervice ! 
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Fleav'r: has an end in all: yet, you that hear me, 
T his from a dying man receive as certain: 
Where you are lib'ral of your loves and counſels, 
Be {ure yon be not looſe ; thoſe you make friends, 
And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 
The icaſt rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like water ſron ye, never ſound again, 
ut where they mean to fink ye. All good people, 
Pray for me! I muſt leave ye; the laſt hour 
Of my long weary lite is come upon me. 
Farewel; and when you would ſay ſomething ſad, 
Speak, how I fell. —1've done; and God forgive me! 
[Exeurt Buckingham and train. 
1 Gen. O, this is full of pity ; Sir, it calls, 
I fear, too many curſes on their heads 
That were the authors. 
2 Gen If the Duke be guiltleſs, 
'T is full of woe: yet I can give you iakling 
Of an enſuing evil, if ir fall, 
Greater than this. 
1 Gen Good angels keep it from us 
What may it be? you do not doubt my faith, Sir ? 
2 Cen. This ſecret is ſo weighty, *twill require 
A Rrong faith to conceal it. 
1 Cen. Let me have it; 
1 Co not talk much. 
2 Gen, | am corfdent ; 
Yeu ſhall, Sir. Did you not of late days hear 
A buzzing of a ſeparation 
Between the King and Cath'rine ? 
1 Cen. Yes; but it held not; 
For when the King once heard it, out of anger 
He ſent command to the Lord Mayor ſtrait 
To fep the rumour, aud allay choſe tongues 
IJ hat durſt diſperſe it, : 
2 Ger. But that fl ander, Sir, 
Is found a truth now:; for it grows again h 
Freſher than e er it was; and held for certain, 
The King will venture at it, Either the Cardinal, 
Or ieme about him near, have (out of malice 
Jo the goo | Queen) pofiets'd him with a ſeruple 
That will undo her: to confirna this too, 
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Cardinal Campeius is arriv d, and lately, 
As all think, for this huſineſe. 
1 Gen. Tis the Cardinal; 
And merely to revenge him on the Emperor, 
For not beſtowing on him, at his aſking, 
Th archbiſhoprick of 1 oledo, this is purpos'd. 

2 Gen. I think you've hit the mark; but is t not cruek, 
That the ſhoul feel the ſmart of this? the Cardinal 
Will have his will, and the mult fall. 

1 C.. Tis woetul, 

We are too open here to argue this, 
Let's think in private more. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE III. An antichamber in the palace. 
Enter Lord Chamberlain reading a letter. 


Y Lord. the berſes your Lordſhip ſent for, with all 

the care I had, I ſav awell chojen, ridden, and furs 
niſh'd They were young and handjome, and of the beff 
breed in the north. When they were ready to ſet out for 
Londin, a man of my Lord Cardinal s, by commiſſion and 
mum power, took 'em from me, with this reajon, His mas» 
fter would be ferv d before a jubjedt, if not before tho 
King ; which jlopp'd our mouths, Sir, 


I fear he will indeed : well, let him have them ; 
He will have all, 1 think. 


Enter to the Lord Chamberlain, the Dukes of Norfolk 
and S: Aulk. 


Aer. Well met, my Lord Chamberlain. 
Clam. Good diy to Hth your Graces, 
Su, How 1s the King employ'd ? 

Cram | leit him private, 


Ful! f fad thoughts and troubles, 


Nor Whats the caue ? 
Cram it eros the marriage with his brother's wife 
Fas ere too ne ir hi, contcience. 
S. No, his roulcie: ce 
Has crejt 109 nent auother lady, 
Nor. Tis ſo. 
This is the Cults doing, the King-Cardinal, 
T bit £14. ice, e tac eldeit ion oi k ortuue, 
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Turns what he liſts. The King will know him one day, 
Suf. Pray God he do! he'll never know himſelf elic, 
Nor. How holily he works in all his buſineis, 

Ard with what zeal! for now he has crack'd the league 

* Fween us and the Emperor, the Queen's great nephe , 

Ve dives into the King's ſou!, and there ſcatters 

Donhts, dangers. wringing of the conſcience, 

Fears, and deſpair, and all theſe fo: his marriage; 

And out of all theſe, to reſtore the King, 

He counſels a divorce; a loſs of her, 

That, like a jzwel, hes hung twenty years 

About his neck, yet uever loſt her luſtre ; 

Of her that loves him with that excellence, 

1 hat angels love good men with; even of her 

That, when the greateſt ſtroke of fortune falls, 

Will bleſs the king: and is not this courſe pious ? 
Cham. Heav'n keep me from ſuch counlel ! tis moft 

true, 

Theſe news are ev'ry where; ev'ry tongue ſpe ks em, 

And ev ry true heart weeps for't All that dare 

Lo k into theſe affairs, ſee his main end, 

The French King's ſiſter. Heav'n will one tay open 

1 he King s eyes. that fo long have ſlept upon 

This bold bad man. 

Suf. And free us from his ſlavery. 


Rer. We had need pray, and heartily, for deliv'rance; 


Or this imperious man will work us all 
Fron princes into pages; all mens“ honours 
Lie like one lump before him, to be faſhion'd 
Into what pinch he pleaſe. 

S/. For me, my lords, 
1 I-ve him not, nor fear him, there's my creed. 
As 1 am made without him, fo III ſtand. 
If the King pleaſe : his curſes and his bleſſings 
1] ouch me alike ; they're breath 1 not beheve in. 
I knew him, and | know him ſo t leave him 
Jo him that mide him proud, the Pope. 

Nor. Let's in; 
An.! with ſome other buſineſs put the King 


From the ie ſad thoughts, .th-t work too much upon 


My Lord, you'll hear us company? Chim. 
Cbau. Excule me. | 
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The King has ſent me other where; beſides, 
Yeu'll find a moſt unfit time to ditturb him. 


Health to your Lordſhips. [Exit Lord Chamberlain. 
Ner. 'thanks, my good Lord Chamberlain, 


oC & WH Iv. 


The ſcene draws, and diſcovers the King fitting, and 
reading penſively. 


Suf. How ſad be looks! ſure he is much afflited, 

King. Who's there? ha! 

Ner. Pray God be not angry. 

King. Who's there, I tay ? how dare you thruſt 
Into my private meditatious? [ yourlelves 
Whoaml? ha! 

Nor. A gracions King, that pardons all offences 
Malice ne'er meant: cur breach of duty, this way, 

Is bulneis ol eltate, in which we come 
To know your royal pleaſure, 

King. Ye are too bold. 

Go to; I || make ye know your times of buſineſs, 
Is this au hour for temporal affairs? ha! 


Emer Wolſey, and Campeius the Pope's Legate, with a 


commiſſion. 


Who's there ? My good Lord Cardinal? O my Wolſey, 
The quiet of n-y wounded conſcience ! 
Thou art a cure hit ior a King. — You're welcome, 
Moſt learned Rev rend Sir, into our kingdom; 

[To Campeius. 
Uſe us, and it: my good Lord, have great care 
be not found a talker. 


Hl. Sir, you cannot, 
would your Grace would give us but an hour 
Of private conf 'rcnce, 
Ring. We are buiy; go. [Te Norfolk ang Suffolk, 
Ner Tins prieit has no pride in him? 
Sufi. Not to {peak ot 
1 would not ie 10 lick thou, h, for his place. 
Put this carnot continue, 
Nor, If it do, 
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I'll venture one heave at him. 

Suf. | another, [ Excunt Norſolk and Suffolk, 

Vl. Your Grace has given a precedent of wiſdom 
Above all princes, in committing t: ecly 
Your ſcruple to the voice of :hriltendom. 

Who can be angry now? what envy reach you? 

The Spaniard, ty'd by blond and favour to her, 

Mult now conſels. if they bave auy go5Lnets, 

The trial jut and noble All the clerks, 

I mean the learned ones, in Chriltian kingdoms, 

Have their tree voices. Rome, the nurſe of judgment, 
Invited by your noble felt, hath ſent 

One general toague unto us, this good min, 

This juſt and learned prieſt, Cardinal Campeins ; 
Whom on-e more I preſent unto your Hizhnels. 

King. And once more in mine arms | bid him wel- 
And thank the holy conclave for their loves [come, 
They've lent me ſuch a man I would have wich d for. 

Cam. Your Grace mult needs deferve all ftrangers' 
You are ſo noble: to your Righnefs* hand [ loves, 
I tender my commiſſion; by whole virtue, 

(The court of Rome commanding), you, my Lord 
Cardinal of York, are join'd4 with me, their ſervant, 
In the impartial judging of this bulinzis., @ 

King. Lo equal men the Queen thall be acquainted 
Forthwith for what you come. Where's Gardiner ? 

el. I know your Majelty has alway. lov'd her 
So dear in heart, not to deny her what 
A woman of lets place might aſk by law, 

Scholars allow'd tree!y to argue for her. 

Xing. Ay, and the bett ihe ſh.ll have; and my f:your 
To hiu: that does hefſt, Cod torbid ele. Uurdinal, 
Pr'ythee, call Gardiner to me, my new secretary; 

I Hud him a fit fellow. 


Ez ter Gardiner. 


J. Give we your band; much joy and favour re 
Yon are the Kiny's now. [ you, 
Gard. But to be commended | 
For ever by your Grace, whote hand has rais'd me 
King. Come licher, Garciner | Hold and whiſpers. 
Cm. Ny Lord of Yoik, was not one Doctor Pace 
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In this man's place before him? 

1. Yes, he was. 

Cam. Was he not held a learned man? 

el. Yes, ſurely. 

Cam. Believe me, there's an ill opinion ſpread then 
Ex 'n of your'elf, Lord Cardinal, 

Hol. How! of me? 

Cam. They will not ſtick to ſay, you envy'd him? 
And tearing he would rite, he was to virtuous, 
Kept him a foreign man ſtill: which lo griev d him, 
That he ran mad and dy'd, 

1. Heav'n's peace be with him! 
That's Chrittan care enough: for living murmurers, 
There's places of rebuke. He was a fool, 
For he would needs be virtuous That good fellow, 
It I command him, follows my appoii:tment ; 
1 will have none io near elle Learn this, brother, 
Me live not to be grip'd by meaner perſons. 

King. Deliver this with mod eſty to th' Queen. 

[ Exit Gardiner. 

The moſt convenient place that I can think of 
For ſuch receit of learning, is Black-friers : 
There ye ſhall meet about this weighty buſineſs, 
My Woliey, tee it furnith'd., O my Lord, 
Would it not prieve an able man to leave 
So ſweet a bed-fellow ? but, conſcience, conſcience !— 
O, 'tis a tender place, and | muit leave her. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE V. An antichamber of the Ducen's apartment. 
Enter Anne Bullen, and an Old Lady. 


Anne. Not for that neither Here's the pang that 
pinches, 
His Highnels having liv'd ſo long with her, and lhe 
So good a lady, that no ton; ue cou'd ever 
Proucunce dithonour ol her; by my lite, 
She never knew harm-doing : oh, now aſter 
So many couries of the tan, inthron d, 
Still growing n a majeſty and pomp, 
The which to leave s 4 thouiand-ſold more bitter 
I han iu eet at firit t acquire; after this proceſs, 
To give her the avauar ! it is a pity 
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Would move a monſter. 
Old L. Hearts of molt hard temper 
Melt and lament for her. 
Anne. In Go l's will, better 
She ne er had known pomp ; though't be temporal, 
Yet it that quarrel, Fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, 'tis a ſuf rance panging 
As mul and body's ſev'ring. 
Ol L. ah! poor lady, 
She's ſtranger now again. 
Aue. So much the more 
Muſt pity drop upon her ; verily, 
I ſwear, tis better to be lowly born, 
And range with hu uble livers in content, 
Than to be perk'd up in a gliſt'ring grief, 
An wear a golden ſorrow. 
O L. Our content 
Is our beſt having. 
Anne. By my troth an] maidenhead, 
I would not be a Queen. 
Old L. Beſhrew me, 1 weould, 
And venture maidenhead for't; and fo would you, 
For all this tpice of your hypocriſy. 
You that have ſo fair parts of woman on you, 
Have too a woman's heart; which ever yet 
Aff cted eminence, wealth, ſoverergnty ; 
Which, to ſay footh, are bleſſings; and which gifts 
(Saving your mincing) the capacity 
Ot your ſoſt cheveril conſcience woul 1 receive, 
If you might pleale to ſtretch it 
Anne. Nay, good truth 
Old v. Yes, troth and troth: you would not be a Q1een? 
Anne. No, not for all the riches un ger heav u 
Ol . 'Tis range ; a three pence bow d would hire 
Old as | am, to queen it Bot 4 pray you, [ me, 
What think you of a Ducheis? have you limbs 
To bear that luad ot title? | 
Anne. No, in t:uth. 
O:d L. Then you are weakly made: plack off a little 2 
I would not be a young Count in your Way, 
For more than bluthing comes to: if your back 
Cannot vouchiate this burthen, tis too weak 


te 
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Ever to get a boy. 

p han, do you talk ! 
I ſwear again, 1 woald not be a Queen 
For all the world. 

Old L. In faith, for little England 


Would for Carnarvanſhire, though there belong'd 
No more to th' crown but that. | Lo, who comes here? 


Enter Lord Chamberlain. 


Cham. Good-morrow, Ladies; what wer't worth to 
The ſecret of your conf'rence? [kaow 

Anne. My good Lord, 

Not your demand ; it values not your aſking. 
Our multreis' forrows we were pitying. 

Cham. It was a gentle bulinefs, and becoming 
The action of women: there is hope 
All will be well. 

Anne. Now I pray God, Amen. 

Cham You bear a gentle mind, and heav'nly bleſſings 
Follow ſuch creatures. That you may, tair Lady, 
Perceive | ſpeak fincerely, and high note is 
Ta en of your many virtues, the King's Majelty 
Commends his good opimon to you, and 
Does purpole honour to you no leis flowing 
Than Marchioneis of Pembroke; to which title 
A thoutand pounds a-year, annual iupport, 

Out ct his grace he adds. 

Anne. I do not know 
What kind of my obedience I ſhould render : 
More than my all, which is nothing; tor my prayers 
Are nut words duly hallow'd, nor my wilhes 
More worth than vamities ; yet pray'rs and wiſhes 
Are all I can return, Beſeech your Lordibip, 
Vouchiate to ſpeak my thanks aud my obe hence, 
As from a biuiluag handmaid to his tligunels; 
Whole health and royalty I pray fur. 

Cham. Lady, 
L ſhall not tail t' approve the fair conceit 
The King hath of you, —1've |.erus d her well; 
Beauty and honour in her arc 10 aanyled, [ Aides 
That they have caught the King; and who knows yet, 

Vor. v. Cc 
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But from this lady may proceed a gem, 
To lighten all this iſle I'll to the King, 
And ſay, I ſpoke with you. [Exit Lerd Chamberlain. 
Anne. My hbonour'd Lord. 
Old L. M hy, this it is: tee, ſee! 
I have been begging ſixteen years in court, 
{Am yet a courtier beggariy), nor could 
Come pat betwixt tee early and tos late, 
For any fuit of pounds: and you, oh fate ! 
(A very freſh fiſh here ; fie, fie upon 
This compels fortune) have your mouth fill'd up, 
Before you open it. 
Anne. This is ſlrange to me. 
Old L. How taſtes it ? is it bitter ? forty pence, no, 
There was a lady once ('tis an old ſtory) 
That would not be a Queen, that would ſhe not, 
For all the mud in Egypt; have you heard it? 
Anne. Come, you are pleaſant. 
O L. With your theme, I could 
O'ermount the lark. I he Marchioneſs of Pembroke ! 
A thouſand pounds a-year, for pure reipe& ! 
No other obligation ! By my lite, 
That promiſes more thouſands : Honours train 
Is longer than his fore-ſkict. By this time 
I know your back will bear a Ducheſs. Say, 
Are you not ſtronger than you were ? 
Anne. Good Lady, 
Make yourſelt mirth with your particular fancy, 
And leave me out ont. Would I had no being, 
If this ſalute my blood a jor; it faints me 
To think what follows. | 
The Queen is comfor tleſs, and we forgetful 
In our Jong abſence ; pray, do not deliver 
What here y'ave heard to her. 
C L. What do you think me ? —— [Exeunt, 


SCENE VI. Changes to Blackfriers. 


Trumpets and cornets. Enter two Vergers with ſhort 
lver wands ; next them, two Scribes in the habits of 
Doctors; after them, the Biſhop of Canterbury alone; 
after bim, the Biſhops of Lincoln, Ely, Rocheiter, 
and St Aſaph; next them, with ſome ſmall diflence, 


Sc 
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[ollows a gentleman bearing the purſe, with the great 

241, and the Cardinal" s hat: then tue Priefts, bearing 
eich a ſilver croſs ; then a Gentleman Uſher bare-headed, 
accompaniet ewith a Serjeant at Arms, bearing 2 mace; 
then tue Gentlemen, bearing tw» vreat filver pillars ; 
aſter them, fide by fide, the tw: Cardinals ; two Vable- 
men with ihe ſword and mace. The King takes place un- 
der the cloth of flate : the two {ardinols fit un er him 
as judges. The Queen takes pace ſome dijtance fron the 
King. The Bilhops place themſelves on each file the 
court, in manner of a coniflory; below them, the 


Scribes, The Lards fit next the Fifhoaps The reſt of 


the attendants fland in conve.icnt arder about the jlage. 


. W hilt our commiſſion from Rome is read, 
Let filence be commanded. 

King What's rhe need ? 
It h- th already publicly been read, 
And on all ſi es th' authority allow'd; 
Lou may then ſpare that time. 

Hol. Be t ſo; proceed. 

Scribe Say, Henry, King of England, come iato the 

court. 

Crier. Henry, Kiog of England, &c. |; 

King. Here. | 

Scribe. Say, Catharine Queen of England, 
Come into the court. 

Crier, Catharine, Queen of England, &c. 


[The Queen makes no anſwer, riſes out of her chair, 
goes about the court, comes to the King, and kneels 
at his feet ; then ſpeaks] 


Queen. Sir, I deſire you, do me right and juſtice ; 
And to beitow your pity on me ; for 
am a molt poor woman, and a ſtranger, 
Born out of your dominions ; having here 
No judge inditf rent, and no more aſſurance 
Of equal friendſhip and proceeding. Alas, Sir, 
In what have | offended you? what cauſe 
Hath my behaviour giv n to your diſpleaſure, 
That thus you ſhould proceed to put me off, 
An take your good grace from me? Heaven witneſs, 
I've been to you a true and humble wife, 
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At all times to your will conformat le: 
Ever in fear to kindle your diſlike; 
Yea, ſubject to your count'nance ; glad or ſorry, 
As I ſaw it inclin d. When was the hour 
1 ever contradicted your de ſire? 
Or made it not mine too ! which of your friends 
Have I not (trove to love, although I knew 
He were mine enemy? what friend of mine 
That had to him Geriv'd your anger, did i 
Continue in my liking? nay, gave not notice, 
He was from thence diſcharg'd ? Sir, call to mind, 
That I have been your wite, in this obedience, 
Upward cf twenty years; and have been bleſe'd 
With many children by you. If in the courſe, 
And procels of this time yon can report, 
And prove it too, againſt ming honour anght, 
My bon4 of wedlock, or my love and duty, 
Againf your ſacred perſon; in God's name 
Turn me away: and let the foul'ſt contempt 
Shut door upon me, and ſo give me up 
To th' ſharpeſt kind of juſtice, Pleaſe you, Sir, 
The King your father was reputed for 
A prince moſt prudent, of an excellent 
And unmatch'd wit and judgment. Ferdinand 
My father, King ot Spain, was reckon'd one 
The wilelt prince that there had reign'd, by many 
A year before. It is not to be queition'd 
That they had gather'd a wiſe council to them 
Of ev'ry realm, that Cid debate this bufinels, 
Who deem'd our marriage lawful. Wherefore humbly, 
Sir, I beſeech you, ſpare me, til 1 may 
Be by my friends in Spain advis'd; whoſe counſel 
I will inplore. If not, i' th name of God, 
Your pleaſure be fulfll'd ! 

Vol. You have here, Lady, 
(And of your choice), theſe rev'rend fathers, mea 
Ot ſingular integrity and learning ; 
Yea, the ele o th land, who are aſſembled 
10 plead your cauſe. It thall be therefore bcotleſs, 
That longer you defer the court, as well 
For your own quiet, as to rectify 
What is unſettled in the King. 
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Cam. His Grace 
Hath ſpoken well and juſtly ; therefore, Madam, 
"Tis fit this royal ſeſſion do proceed, 
And that without delay their arguments 
Be now produc'd, and heard. 
Queen. Lord Cardinal, 
To you I ſpeak. 
V. Your pleaſure, Madam? 
Queen. Sir, 
I am about to weep ; but thinking that! ; 
We are a Queen, or long have dream'd fo, certain 
The daugater of a King, my drops of tears, 
I' tarn to ſparks of fire, 
Vol. Be patient yet 
Queen. I will, when you are humble; nay, before; 
Or Go will puniſh me 1 do believe, 
Induc'd by potent circumſtances, that 
You are mine enemy, and make my challenge ; 
You ſhall not 5e my judge. For it is you 
Have blown this coal betwixt my Lord aad me; 
Which God's dew queneh ! therefore, I lay again, 
1 utterly ab>hor, yea, from my foul 
Refuſe you tor my judge; whom yet once more 
1 hol l my moſt malicious foe, and think not 
At all a friend to truth, 
Vol. I do profeſs, 
You ſpeak not like yourſelf ; who ever yet 
Have ſtood to charity, and diſplay d th effects 
Of diſpoſition, gentle, and of wiſdom 
O' er- topping woman's power. Madam, you wrong me. 
I have no ſpleen againſt you, nor injuſtice 
For you, or any. How far I've proceeded, 
Or how far further ſhall, is warranted 
By a commiſſion from the conſiſtory, 
Yea, the whole conſiſt ry of Rome. You charge me, 
That I have blown this coal; 1 do deny it. 
The King is preſent ; if 't be known to him 
That I gainſay my dee, how may be wound, 
And worthily, my falſehood? yea, as much 
As you have done my truth. But if he know 
That I am free of your report, he knows 
I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him 
| Cc 3 


| 
| 
| 


l "SF" 
n < 
— w—_ 


r — —— 


308 Ring Henry vit. AQ 2. 


It hies to cure e, and the cnre is to 
Remove theſe thoughts from you, The which before 
His Highrefs ſhall Ipeak in, I do beſeech 
You, precions Madam, to unthink your ſpeaking, 
And to ſay fo» no more 
Qucen My Lord, my Lord, 
I am a ſimple woman, much too weak 
T' oppoſe your cunning, You are meek, and humble- 
mouth'd ; 
You ſign * yuur place and calling, in full ſeeming, 
With . and humility ; — your heart 
Is cramm d with arrogancy, ſpleen, and pri de. 
You have hy tortune, an“ his Highneſs's favours, 
Gone fli;h:ly o'er low ſteps; and now are mounted, 
Where powers are your retainers; and your words, 
Domellics to you, ſerve your will, as't pleaſe 
Yourſelf pcot ounce their office. 1 mult tell you, 
You tender more your perſou's honour, than 
Your high proteſſion ſpiritual : that again 
1 do refuſe you for my judge; and here, 
Fefore you all, appeal urto the Pope, 
To bring my whole caule ſore his Holineſs, 
And to be judg'd by him. 
[ She curtfies to the King, and offers to depart. 
Cam. The Quecn is obſtinate, 
Stutburn to juſtice, apt t'accu'e it, and 
Diſdainful to be try'd by't ; 'tis not well. 
She's going away. 
King. Call her again, 
Crier. Catharine, Queen of England, come into the 
court, 
Uſer. Ma am, you are call'd back. 
Sucen, M hat need you note it? pray you, keep your 
way. 
Whe-r, you are call'd, return. Now the Lord help, 
They vex me palt my patience! pray you, pals on; 
] will net tarry 3; no nor ever more 
Upon this bulize!s my appearance make 
In any of their courts. 
[Exeunt Queen and her Attendants. 
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SCENE VII. 


King. Go thy ways, Kate; 
That man i' th' world who (hall report he has 
A better wife, let Lim in nought be truſted, 
For ſpeaking falſe in that. Thou art alone 
(If thy rare qualities, ſweet gentleneſs, 
Thy meekane's ſaint-like, wife like government, 
Obeying in commanding, and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious, could but ſpeak thee out) 
The Queen of earthly Queens. She's noble-born ; 
And, like her true nobility, ſhe has 
Carried herſelf tow'rds me. 
Ne Moſt gracious Sir, 
In humbleſt manner I require your Highneſs, 
That it {hall pleaſe you to declare, in hearin 
Ot all theſe ears, (for where I'm robb'd and bound, 
There mult I be unloos d; although not there 
Aton J. an! fully fatisty'd). if 1 
Did broach this buſineſs to your Highneſs ; or 
Laid any f{cruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the queſtion on't ; or ever 
Have to you, but with thinks to God for ſuch 
A royal lady, ſpake one the Ic itt word, 
That might he ptejudi e of her pretent Rate, 
Or touch ot her good perion? 
King. My Lord Cardinal, 
I do excuſe you; yer, upon mine honour, 
I free you trom 't You are not to be taught, 
That you have many enemies, th it know not 
Way they are ſo; hut, like the village-curs, 
Bark whe: their fellows do. By ſome of thele 
1 be Queen is put in anger. Y'areexcus'd. 
Put witl you be more jaltifie4 ? You ever 
Have wilh d the ſleeping of this buſinels ; never 
D fir'd it to be ttirr'd; but oft have hiudred 
The paſlages mi de tow'r is it,——0n my honour, 
I ſpeak, my good Lord Cardinal, to this point; 
And chus ter clear him. Now, what mov'd me to't, 
I will be bold with time and your attention: 
Then mark th' inducenent. | hus it came; give heed 
My coaiczence fir it ce d a tender neſs, [to't, 
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Scruple, and prick, on certain ſpeeches utter'd 
By th' Biſhop of Bayonne, then French Ambaſſador ; 
Who had been hither ſent on the debating 
A marriage *twixt the Duke of Orleans and 
Our daughter Mary: I th' progreſs of this buſineſs, 
Ere a deter: minate reſolution, he 
(1 mean the Biſhop) did require a reſpite ; 
Wherein he might the King his Lord advertiſe, 
Whether our daughter were legitimate, 
Reſpecting this our marriage with the dowager, 
Sometime our brother's wife. This reſpite thook 
The boſom of my conſcience, enter d me, 
Yea, with a ſplitting power; and made to tremble 
The region of my breaſt ; which forc'd ſuch way, 
That many maz d conſiderings did throng, 
And prets'd i with this caution. Firſt, methought 
I ſtood not in the mile of Heav'n, which had 
Commanded nature, that my Lady's womb 
(If it conceiv'd a male child by me) ſhould 
Do no more offices of life to 't, than 
1 he grave does to the dead; for her male iſſue 
Or died where they were made, or thortly atter 
This world had air'd them, Hence I took a thought, 
This was a judgment on me, that my kingdom 
(Well worthy the beſt heir o' th? world) ſhould not 
Be gladded in t by me. Then follows, that 
I weigh'd the danger which iny realms ſtood in 
By this my ifſ-e's fail; and that gave to me 
Many a groaning throe. Thus hulling in 
The wild ſea of my conſcience, I did iteer 
Towards rhis remedy, whereupon we are 
Now preſent here together; that's to fay, 
I mean to rectify my conſcience, (which 
1 then did feel full fick, and yet not well), 
By all the rev'rend fathers of the land, 
And doctors learn d. Firſt, I began in private 
With yon, my Lord of Lincoln; you remember, 
How under my oppreſſion 1 did reek, 
When | firſt mov'd you. 

Lin, Very well, my Liege. | 

King. | have ſpoke long; be pleas'd yourſelf to ſay 
How * you ſatisty'd me. 
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Lin. Pleaſe your Highnefs, 
The queſtion did at firlt to ſtagger me, 
Bearing a ſtate of mighty moment in't, 
And conſequence of dre:d, that I committed 
The daring'ſt counſel which I bad, to doubt; 
Ard did intreat your * to this courſe, 
Which yon are running hee. 

King. I then mov'd you, 
My Lora of Canterbury; and got your leave 
To make this preſent fummons : unſolicited 
I left no rev'rend perſon in this court, 
But by particular conſent proceeded 
Under your hands and ſeals. Therefore go on; 
For no dil ke i th world againſt the perſon 
Of our good Queen, but the ſharp thorny points 
Of my alledged reaſons, drive this forward, 
Prove but our marriage lawſul, by my lite 
And kingly dignity, we are contented 
Jo wear our mortal ſtate to come with her, 

Catharine our Queen), before the primeſt creature 

hat's paragon'd i“ th world. 

Cam. So pleaſe your Highneſs, 
The Queen being abſent, 'tis a needful fitneſs 
That we adjourn this court to further day; 
Mean while mult be an earneſt motion 
Made to the Queen, to call back her a 
She intends S, « Holineſs, 1 

King. I may perceive 
Thete Cardinals trifle with me: I abhor 
The Cilatory ſloth, and tricks of Rome. 
My learn d and well-belove.! ſervant Cranmer, 
Pr'zthee return! with thy approach, I know, 
My comfort comes along. Break up the court. 
1 ſay, ſet on, | Excant, in manner as they enter d. 


; 
. 
| 


YT, TS" So 


* », 8 * 4 


2 = 
—— —_— 
— 


212 King Henry VIII. Act. 3. 


& S FM SCENE I. 
The Qucen t abartment, 
The Queen and ber amen, as at wert. 


Queen. Ake thy lute. wench, my foul grows fad 
with rtronbl-s : 
Sing, and diſperſe 'em, if thou canſt : leave working. 
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Orpheus with his tute made trees, 
And the mcunt 1in-tops tha freeze, 
Bow themſelves when he did fing. 
To his muſic, plants and flowers 
Ever roſe, as ſun and ſhiwers 
There had made a laſting ſpring. 
Er'ry thing that heard him pl-y, 
Ev'n the billows of the ſea, 
Hung their heads, and then lay by. 
In feet mufic is ſuch art, 
Killing care, and grief of heart, 
Fall afleep, or hearing die. 


Enter a Gentleman. 


Qucen How now? 

Cen. An't pleaſe your Grace, the two great Cardinals 
Wait in the preſence. 

Qucen. Would they ſpeak with me? 

Gen. They will'd me fay fo, Madam. 

Ducen Pray their Graces 
To come near. What can be their buſineſs 
With me, a poor weak woman, fall'n from favour ? 
do not like their coming. Now I think on't, 
They ſhould be good men, their affairs “ are righteous; 
But all hoods make net me... 


Enter the Cardinals Wolſey aud Campe ius. 


Wol. Peace to your Highneſs ! | 
Queen. Your Graces find me here part of a houſewiſe, 
(1 would be all), ag:inft the worlt may happen: 
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What are your pleaſures with me, Rev'rend Lords ? 
Wol. May't pleaſe you, Noble Madam, to withdraw 
Into your private chamber; we ſhall give you 
The tull cauſe of our coming. 
Qucen. Speak it here. 
There's nothing I have done yet, o' my conſcience, 
Deſerves a corner; would all other women 
Could ſpeak this with as free a foul as 1 do! 
My Lords, I care not (ſo much i am happy 
Above a number) if my actions 
Were try d by ev'ry tongue, ev'ry eye ſaw em; 
Envy and baſe opinion tet agaialt em; 
I know my lite ſo even. It your buſineſs 
Do ſeek me out, and that way I am wile in, 
Out with it boldly: truth loves open dealing. 
Mol. Tanta eft erga te mentis integritas, Regina Se- 
reniſſima, 
Queen. O, good my Lord, no Latin; 
I am not ſuch a truant ſince my coming, 
As not to know the language I have liv'd in. ſcious: 
A ſtrange tongue makes my cauſe more ſtrange, ſuipi- 
Pray ſpeak in Enghſh ; here are ſome will thank you, 
If you ſpeak truth, for their poor miſtreis' ſake. 
Believe me, the has had much wrong. Lord Cardinal, 
The uilling' it fin I ever yet committed, 
May be ablolv'd in Englith, 
ol. Noble Lady, 
I'm torry my integrity ſhould breed 
(And ſervice to his Majeſty and you) 
So deep tuſpicion, where all faith was meant. 
We come not, by the way of acculation, 
To taint that honour every good tongue 
Nor to betray you any way to forrow 
You have too much, good Lady : but to know 
How you ſtand winded in the weighty diff 'rence 
Between the King and you ; and to dehver, 
Like tree and honett men, our juit opinions 
And comforts to your caule. 
Cam. Moit honour'd Madam, 
My Lord of York, out of his noble nature, 
Zeal and obedience he (till bore your Grace, 
Forgetting, like a good man, your late cenſure 
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Both of his truth and him, (which was too far), 
Offers, as I do, in a ſign of peace, 
His ſervice and his counſel. 
Qucen. To betray me. 
My Lords, I thank you both for your good wills; 
Ye ſpeak like honeſt men; pray God ye prove lo! 
But how to make you ſuddenly an anſwer 
In ſuch a point of weight, ſo near mine honour, 
(More near my life, I tear), with my weak wit, 
And to ſuch men of gravity and learning, 
In truth I know not. | was ſet at work 
Among my maids ; full little, God knows, looking 
Either for ſuch men, or ſuch buſineſs. 
For her ſake that I have been, (tor I feel 
The laſt fit of my greatne(s), good your Graces, 
Let me have time and counſel tor my cauſe, 
Alas ! I am a woman, friendleſs, hopeleſs. 
Mol. Madam, you wrong the King's love with thoſe 
Your hopes and friends are infinite, [.fears, 
Qucen. In England, 
But little for my profit. Can you think, Lords, 
That any Engliſhman _ me counſel? 
Or be a known friend 'gainit his Highnels' pleaſure, 
% (Though he be grown ſo deſp rate to be honett), 
And live a ſubjeA? They, forſooth, my friends —— 
They that mult weigh out my aſſlictions, 
They that my truſt mult grow to, live not here; 
They are, as all my comforts are, tar hence, 
In my own country, Lords. 
Cam. I would your Grace 
Would leave your griefs, and take my counſel, 
Qucen How, Sir? 
Cam Put your main cauſe into the King's protection; 
He's loving and molt gracious, Twill be much 
Both for your honour better, and your caule : 
For if the trial of the law o'ertake ye, 
You'll part away diſgrac'd. 
Mol. He tells you rightly, 
Qucen. Ye tell me what ye wiſh for both, my ruin. 
Is this yuur Chrithan counſel ? out upon ye! 
Heav'n is above all yet; there fits a jud,e, 
That no King can cor upt. 
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Cam. Your rage miſtakes us. 
Qucen. The more thame for ye: holy men 1 thought 
Upon my foul, two Rev'rend Cardinal virtues; ye, 
But Cardinal fins, and hollow hearts, I fear ye: 
Mend em for ſhame, my Lords Is this your comfort? 
The cordial that ye bring a wretche.1 lady? 
A woman loft among ye, laugn d at, fcorn'd ? 
] will not with you half my miſeries, 
I have more charity. But ſay, | warn'd ye; 


Take heed, take heed, for Heaven's ſake, leit at once 


The burthen of my ſorrows fall upon ye 
ol. Madam, this is a mere diſtraction; 
You turn the good we offer into envy “. 
Queen. Ye turn me into nothing, Wo upon ye, 
And all ſuch falſe profeſſors! Would you have me 
(If you have any juſtice, any pity, 
« If ze be any thing but churchmens' habits), 
Put my ſick cauſe into his hands that hates me? 
Alas! h'as banith'd me his bed already; 
His love too, long ago. I'm old, my Lords; 
And all the tellowthip i hold now with him, 
Is only by obedience, What can happen 
To me, above this wretchedneſs ? all your ſtudies 
Make me a curſe, like this! : 
Cam. Your fears are worſe <=——— 
Qucen Have | liv'd thus long (let me ſpeak myſelf, 
Since virtue finds no friend) a wife, a true one? 
A woman (I dare fay, without vain-glory) 
Never yet branes with ſuſpicion? 
Have l, with all my full affections, 
Still mer the King ? lov'd him next heav'n, obey'd him ? 
Been, out ot tondnels, ſuperititious to him? | 
Almoſt forgot my prayers to content him? 
And am I thus rewardea ? lis not well, Lords. 
Bring me a conſtant woman to her huibind, 
One that ne er dream d a joy beyond his pleaſure ; 
And to that. woman, when the has done moſt, 
Yet will | add an honour; a great patience, 
Mol. Madam, you wander from the good we aim at. 
Qucen. My Lord, I dare not make myſelf to guilty, 
To give up willingly that noble title 
* envy, for evil. 
Vor. V. oP D d 
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Your maſter wed me to: nothing but death 
Shall e'er divorce my dignitics, 
Mel. Pray hear me 
Qucen. M ould | had never trod this Engliſh earth, 
Or felt the flatteries that grow upor. it! 
Ye've angels faces, but heav'n kuows your hearts, 
What ſhall become of me now ! wretched lady ! 
I am the moit unhappy woman living. 
Alas! pcor wenches, where are now your ſortunes ? 
[To her women, 
Shipwreck'd upon a kingdom, where no pity, 
No friends, no hope ! no kindred weep for me ! 
Almoſt no grave ailow'd me! like the lily, 
That once was miſtreſs of the field, and flouriſh'd, 
I'll hang my head, and periſh, 
Nel It your Grace 
Could but be brought to know our ends are honeſ:, 
You'd feel more comfort. Why ſhould we, good Lady, 
Upon what cauſe, wrong you? Alas ! our places, 
The way of our profeſſion is againit it: 
We are to cure ſuch forrows, not to ſow em. 
For goodneſs ſake, conſider what you do; 
How you may hurt yourſelf, nay, utterly 
Grow from the King's acquaintauce, by this carriage, 
The hearts of princes kiſs obedience, 
So much they love it: but to ſtubborn ſpirits, 
They ſwell, and grow as terrible as forms. 
] know you have a gentle, noble temper, 
A foul as even as a calm; pray think us 
Thoſe we profeſs, peace-makers, triends, and ſer vants. 
Cam. Madam, yeu'll find it ſo: you wrong your 
virtues 
With theſe weak women's fears. A noble ſpirit, 
As your's was put into you, ever caſts 
Such doubts, as falſe coin, from it. The King loves 
Beware you loſe't not ; for us (if you pleaſe [you ; 
To truſt us in your buſineſs) we are ready 
To uſe our utmoſt ſtudies in your ſervice, 
Qucen. Do what you will, my Lords; and pray for- 
If 1 have us'd myſelt unmannerly. [give me, 
You know | am a woman, lacking wit 


To make a ſeemly anſwer to ſuch.perions. 
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Pray do my ſervice to his Majeſty. 

He has my heart yet; and {hail have my prayers, 
Waile i thill have my life. Come, Rev'rend fathers, 
Be tw vour counters on me. She nuw begs, 

Th . le tfouth:, when the ſet footing here, 

She zhouid have bought her diguities io dear, | Exeunts 


n 
An anticbauber to the King's apartment. 


Enter Duke »f Norfolk, Duke of Suffolk, Lord Surrey, 
and Lord Chemberlain. 


Nor. If you will now unite in your complaints, 
And force rhem with a conſtancy, the Cardiual 
Cannot ſtand under them. If you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promiſe, 

But that you ſhall tultain more new ditgraces, 
With thole you bear already. 

Sur. Lam joyful 
To meet the leaſt occaſion that may give me 
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the Duke, 
To be reveng'd on him. 

Suf. Which of the peers 
Have uncontemn'd gone by him, or at leaſt 
Stood not neglected? when did he regard 
The ſtamp of nobleneſs in any perſon ; 

Out of't himſelt ? 

Cham. My Lords, you ſpeak your pleaſures, 
What he deſerves of you and me, I know: 
What we can do to him, (though now the time 
Give way to us), I much tear. If you cannot 
Bar his acceſs to the King, never attempt 
Any thing on him; for he hath a witchcraſfc 
Over the King in's tongue, 

Ner. O, fear him not, 

His ſpell in that is out; the King hath found 
Matter againtt him, that for ever mars 

The honey of his language. No, he's ſettled, 
Not to come off, in his moſt high diſpleaſure, 

Sur, I mould be glad to hear ſuch news as this 
Once every hour. " 
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Nor. Believe it, this is true. 

In the divorce, his contrary proceedings 
Are all unfolded; wherein he appears, 
As I would wiſh mine enemy. 

Sur. How came 
His practices to light? 

Suf, Moſt ſtrangely. 

Sur, How ? 

Suf, The Cardinal's letters to the Pope miſcarried, 
And came to th' eye o' th' King; wherein was read, 
How that the Cardinal did intreat his Holineſs 
To ſtay the juè gement o' th' divorce ; for if 
It did take place, I do, quath he, perceive 
My King is tangled in affection to 
A crezture cf the Queen's, Lady Anne Bullen. 

Sur, Has the King this? 

. VeEiieve it. 

Sur. Will this work? 


Cham, The King in this perceives him, how he coaſts 


And edges his on way, But in this point 
. MU bis tricks founder: and he brings bis phyſic 
£ſier Lis patient's death; the King already 
lach mar: icd the fair lady. 
Sar. Would he had! | 
SA May you te happy in your wiſh, my Lord; 
For 1 profels you kave it. 
Sur. Now all joy 
Trace the corjurction ? 
Sa, My Amen to't! 
Nor. AU mens”! | 
$f. There's order given for her coronation : 
Marry, this is yet but young, and may be lest 
To fome ears urrecounted. But, my Lords, 
She is a gallant creature, ard compleat 
In mind and feature. I perſuade me, from ter 
Will ten ſome bleſſing to this land, which ſhell 
In it de memoriz'd 
Sur. But will the King 
Digeſi this letter of the Carvinal's ? 
The Lord forbid ! 
Nur. Mairy, Amen! 
Su. No, ro: 
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There be more waſps that buzz about his noſe, 
Will make this ſting the ſooner. Cardinal Campeius 
Is ſtoln away to Rome, has ta en no leave, 0 
Hath left the cauſe o' th' King unhandled ; and 
Is polted, as the agent of our Cardinal, 
To ſecond all his plot. 1 do aſſure you 
The King cry'd Ha! at this. 
Cham. Now God incenſe him; 
And let him cry Ha, louder ! 
Nor. But, my Lord, 
When returns Cranmer ? 
Suf. He is return'd with his opinions, which 
Have ſatisfy d the king for his divorce, 
Gather'd from all the famous colleges 
Almoſt in Chriſtendom. Shortly, I believe, 
His ſecond marriage ſhall be publiſh'd, and 
Her coronation. Catharine no more 
Shall be call'd Queen, but Princeſs-dowager, 
As widow to Prince Arthur. 
Nor. This ſame Cranmer's 
A worthy fellow, and hath ta'en much pain 
ia the King's buſineſs. 
Sa. He has, and we ſhall fee him 
For it an Archbiſhop. 
Nor. So | hear. 
S uf. * is ſo. 


Euter Wolſey and Cromwell. 


The Cardinal 

Nor. Obſerve, obſerve, he's moody. 

Vol. The packet, Cromwell, 

Gave it you the King ? 

Crom. To his own hand in's bed-chamber. 

Hol. Look d he o' th infide of the paper ? 

Crom Preſentlx 0 
He did unſeal them, and the firſt he view'd, | 
He did it with a ſerious mind; a heed 
Was in his countenance. And you he bade 
Attend him here this morning. 

Wel. Is he ready to come abroad? 

Crom. | think by this he is. 

Vel, Leave me a — þ [Exit Cromwell; 

| 3 
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It ſhall be to the Ducheſs of Alanſon, [ Hfede. 
The French King's fitter ; he ſhall marry her, 
Anne Bullen! no, III ro Anne Bullens tor him, 
There's more in it than a fair viſage Bullen 
No, we'll no Bullens ! ſpeedily, I wiſh 
To hear from Rome—the Marchioneſs of Pembroke 
Ner. He's difcontented 
Suf May be he hears the King 
Does whet his anger to him. 
Sur. Sharp enough, 
Lord, for thy jullice ! 
Hol. | Afide.] The late Queen's gentlewoman ! a 
Knight's Daughter! | 
To be her milireſs' miitreſs ! the Queen's Queen 
This candle burns not clear: tis | muſt ſuuff it. 
Then out it goes — M hat though I know her virtuous, 
An well deſerving? yet . know her tor 
A ſpleery Lutheran ; and not wholſome to 
Our auſe. that ſhe ſhould lie i'th* boſom of 
Our hard-rul d King. Again, there is ſprung up 
An heretic, an arch one, Cranmer ; one 
Hath crew] d into the favour of the King, 
And is his oracle. 
N:r. He's vex d at ſomething. 


SCENE i. 
Enter Ring, reading a ſchedule ; and Lovell. 


Sur. 1 wou!d 'twere ſomething that would fret ite 
The maſter-co:d cf 's heart! [tiing, 
Suf, The King, the King. 
King. W hat piles of wealth hath be accumulated 
To his own portion ! what expence by th' hour 
Seems to flow from him! how, i' th name of thriſt, 
Does he rake this together! Now, my Lords, 
Saw you the Cardinal ? . 
Ner. My Lerd, we have 
Stood here obſe ving him. Some ſtrange commotion 
Is in his brain: he bites his lip, and ſtarts ; 
Stops on a ſudden, looks upon the ground, 
Then lays his finger on his temple ; ſtrait 
Springs cut into faſt gate, then ſtops again; 
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Strikes his breaſt hard, and then anon he caſts 
His eye againſt the moon; in molt ſtrange poſtures 
We've ſcen him ſet hin. ſelt. 

King. It may well be, 
There is a mutiny in's mind, This morning 
Papers of (tate he ſent me to perule, 
As I requir'd; and wot you what | found 
There, on my conſcience put unwitungly ? 
Forſooth, an inventory, thus imporung; 
The ſeveral parcels of his plate, his treaſure, 
Rich ſtuff, and ornaments of houthold, which 
I find at ſuch proud rate, that it out-{peaks 
Poſſeſſion of a iuhject. 

Ner. Tis heav'n's will; 
Some ſpit it put this paper in the packet, 
To tlefs your eye withal. 

King. It we did thiak 


His contemplations were above the earth, 


And fix'd oa ſpiritual objects, he ſhould ſtill 

Dwell in his muſings; but I am afraid 

His thinkinys are below the moon, nor worth 

His ſerious conſidering. 

[ He takes his ſeat, whiſpers Lovell, who goes to Wolſey. 

J. Heav'n tor, ive me 

F.ver God bleis your Highneſs) 
King. Good my Lord, 

You are full ot heav'n!y fluff, and bear the inventory 

Ol your belt gra-es in your mind; the which 

You were now running o'er ; you have ſcarce time 

To ſeal from ſpiritual leiture a brief (pan, 

To keep your earthly audit; ture, in that 

deen you ad ill hutband, and am glad 

To have you therein my companion. 
Il. Sir, 


For holy cffices I have a time; 


A time to think upon the part of buſineſs 
} bear i' th tate; and nature does require 
Her times ot pre ſervation, which, perforce, 
1 her trail fon, among ſt my brethren mortal, 
Muit vive my tendance to 
King. You have taid well, 
Wil. Aud ever way your Highneſs yoke together, 
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As l will lend you cauſe, my doing well 
Wich my well ſaying ! 

King. 'Tis well ſaid again; 
And *tis a kind of good deed to ſay well. 


And yet words are no deeds. My father lov'd you; 


He ſaid he did; and with his deed did crown 
His word upon you. Since I had my office, 
I've kept you next my heart; have not alone 


Employ d you where high profits might come home; 


But par'd my preſent havings, to beſtow 
My bounties upon you. 


Vel. What ſhould this mean? [4 
L 


Sur. The Lord increaſe this buſineſs! 
King. Have not made you 
The prime man of the ſtate? I pray you tell me 
If what 1 now prononnce, you have found true: 
And, it you may confeſs it, fay withal, 
If you are bound to us or no? What ſay you? 
Hel. iy Sovereign. I confeſs your royal 


Showr'd on me daily have been more than could 


My ſtudied purpoſes requite, which went 


Beyond all man's endeavours*, My endeavours 


Have ever cone too ſhort of my deſires; 
Yet, fill'd with my abilities, mine own ends 
Have been mine fo, that evermore they pointed 
To th' good of your molt 1tacred perſon, and 
The profit of the ſtate. For your great graces 
Heap'd upon me, poor undelerver, | 
Can nothing render but allegiant thanks ; 
My pray ers to heav'n for you ; my loyalty, 
Which ever has, and ever thall be growing, 
Till death, that winter, kill it. 

King. Fairly anſwer d 
A loyal and obediet fubje& is 
Therein illuitrarec ; the honour of it 
Does pay the act of it as i th* contrary 
1 he toulncſs is the puniſhment. I preſume, 
That as my hand has open d bounty to you, 


My heart dropp'd love; my pow'r rain d honour more 


On you, than any; fo your nand and heart, 
Your brain, and ev'ry function of your power, 


* endeavours, for dejerts, 
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Should, notwitk{anJling that your bond of duty, 
As 'twere in love's particular be more 
To me, your friend, than any. 

Mol. | proteſs. 
That for your Highreſs' good | ever labour'd, 
More than mine own ; that am l, have been, will be. 
Though all the world ſhauld crack their duty to you, 
And throw it from their ſoul ; though perils dd 
Abound as thick as thought could make 'em, and 
Appear in forms more horrid ; yet my duty, 
As doth a rock againſt the ch:ding flood, 
Should the approach of this wild river break, 
And ſtand unſhaken your's. 

King. is nobly ſpoken ; 
Take notice, I ores, he has a loyal breaſt, 
For you have ſeen him open't. Read o'er this, 

[ Giving him papers. 

And, aſter, this; and then to breakfaſt, with 
What appetite you may. 

[Exit King. ſrowning up1n Cardinal Wolſey; the 

Nebles throng after him, whiſpering and ſmiling. 
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Noel. What ſhould this mean ? 
What ſudden 2nger's this? how have I reap'd it? 
* He parted frowning from me, as it ruin 
* Leap'd from his eyes. So looks the chafel hon 
* Upon the daring huntſman, that has gall d him; 
* Then makes him nothing. I mull read this paper. 
I fear the ſtory of his anger — tis o 
This paper has undone me tis th' account 
Of all that world of wealth I've drawn together 
For mite own ends; indeed, to gain the popedom, 
And ſee my friends in Rome. O negligence, 
Fit for a fool to fall by! What croſs devil 
Made me put this main ſecret in the packet 
tent the King ? is there no way to cue this? 
No new device to beat this from his brains? 
| know 'tw ill (tir him ſtrongly; yet | know 
A way, if it take right, in tpight of fortune, 
Will bring me off again. Whit's chis— Te fe Pop: 2? 
The letter, as | live, with al! the bultazhs 
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I writ to's "Tolineſs. Nay, then farewel ; 

I've touch'd the higheſt point of all my greatneſs ; 
And trom that full meridian of my glo- y 

I h»ite ruw to my lettiag. I (hall fall, 

Like 4 bright exhalation in the evening, 

And no mau ſee me wore, 


S G E N BE V. 


Enter ts Wolſey, the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, the 
Earl of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain. 


Nor. teu the King's pleaſure, Cardinal, who com- 
To rende up the great ſeal preſently Lmands you 
Into our hands, and to confine yourlielf 
To »ſher houſe, my Lord of Wincheiter's, 

Till you hear further from his Highneſs. 

Wol. Stay 
Where s your commiſſion, Lords ? words cannot carry 
Authority 1o mighty. 

Saſ. Who dare croſs em. 

Bearing the King's will from his mouth expreſsly ? 

Mol. Till 1 find more than will, er words to do it, 
(1 mean your malice), know, officious Lords, 

I dare, and mutt deny it. Now | feel 

Of what coarſe metal ye are molded, Envy; 
How eagerly ye follow my diſgrace, 

As if it fed ye; and how fleek and wanton 
Y'appear in ev'ry thing may bring my ruin. 
Follow your envious courſes, men of malice } 
You've Chriſtian warrant for 'em, and, no deubt, 
In time will find their fit rewards. That ſeal 
You aſk with ſuch a violence, the King 

(Mine ard your maſter) with his own hand gave me; 
Bade me enjoy it, with the place and honours, 
During my lie; and, to confirm his gooduels, 
Ty'd it by letters patents. Now, who'll rake it ? 

Sur, The King, that gave it. 

Nel. It muſt be himſelf then. 

Sur. Thou rt a proud traitor, prieſt. 

Vol. Proud Lord, thou lyeſt. | 
Within theſe forty boars Surrey durſt better 
Have burnt that tongue, than faid lv. 
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Sur. Thy ambition, 
Thou ſcarlet fin, robb'd this bewailing land 
Ot Noble Buckingham, my father-in-law. 
The heads of all thy brother Cardinals, 
(With thee and all thy belt parts bound together), 
Weigh d not a hair of his. Plague ot your policy! 
You leut me Deputy for ireland, 
Far trom his ſuccour; from the King; from all 
That might have mercy on the fault thou gav & him 
Whilit your great goodneſs, out of holy pity, 
Abſolv'd him with an ax. 
Mol. I his, and all elie 
This talking Lord can lay upon my credit, 
I anſwer, is moſt falle. 'T he Duke by law 
Found his deſerts. How innocent | was 
From any private malice in his end, 
His noble jury and toul cauſe can witneſs. 
If I lov d many words, Lord, I ſhould tell you, 
You have as little honeſty as honour ; 
That I, ith? way of loyalty and truth 
Toward the King, my ever-royal maſter, 
Dare mate a founder man than Surrey can be, 
And all that love his follies. 
Sur. By my foul, 


Your — coat, prieſt, protects you; thou ſhouldſt feel 


My ſword i'th” hite-blood of thee elſe My Lords, 
Can ye endure to hear this arrogance ? 
And from this fellow ? If we live thus tamely, 
To be thus jaded by a piece of ſcarlet, 
Farewel, nobility ; let his Grace go forward, 
And dare us with his cap, like larks, 
Mol. All goodneſs | 
Is poiſon to thy ſtomach. 
Sur. Yes, that goodneſs 
Of gleaning all the land's wealth into one, 
Into your own hands, Card nal, by extortion ; 
The goodneſs af your intercepted packets 
You writ to th' Pope, againſt the King; your goo2neſs, 
Since you provoke me, ſhall be moſt notorious, 
My Lo:d of Nortolk, as you're truly noble, 
As you reipe@ the common good, the ſtate 
Of our deipis'd nobility, our ilues, 
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Who, if he live, will ſcarce be gentlemen, 
Produce the grand ſum of hi« fins, the articles 
Collected from his lite. I'll itartle you, 
Worſe than the ſacring bell, when the brown wench 
Lay kiſſin: in your arms, Lord Cardinal. 

Hol. How much, methinks, I could deſpiie this man, 
But that I'm bound in charity againſt it 

Nor. Thoſe articles, my Lord, are in th King's hand: 
But thus much, they are toul ones. 

ol. So much fairer 
And ipotleſs ſhall mine innocence ariſe, 
When the King knows my truth, 

Sur. This cannot fave yan, 
I thank my memory, | yet remember 
Some of theſe articles, and out they thall. 


Now, if you can, bluſh, and cry, Guilty, Cardinal; 


You'll ſhew a little honeſty. 

Vol. Speak on, Sir; 

I dare your worſt ohjections: if I bluſh, 
It is to fee a Nobleman want manners. 

Sur. I'd rather want thoſe than my head; have at you, 
Firſt, that without the King's aſſent or knowledge, 
You wrought to be a legate ; by which power 
You maim d the juriſdiction of ail bithops. 

Nor. Then, that in all you writ to Rome, or elſe 
To foreign princes, Ego & Rex meus 
Was (till in{crib'd ; in which you brought the King 
To be your ſervant. 

Suf. That, without the knowledge 
Either of King or council, when you went 
Ambaſſaccr to th' Emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the great ſeal 

Sur, Item, You ſent a large commiſſion 
To Gregory de Caffado, to conclude, 
Without the King's will, or the {tate* allowance, 
A league between his Highneis and Ferrara. 

Suf. That, out of mere a nbition. you have male 
Your holy hat be ſtamp'd on the King s coin. 

Sur. That you have ſent innumerable ſums 
(By what means got, | leave to your own conſcience) 
Jo furniſh Rome, and to prepare the ways 
You have for dignities, to th' mere undoing 
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Of all the kingdom. Many more there 7re, 
Which lince they are of you, and odious, 
I will not taint wy mouth with. 
Cham. O, my Lord, 
Preis not a falling man too far ; 'tis virtue: 
His taults lie open to the laws; let them, 
Not you correct him. My heart weeps to ſce him 
80 little of his great elf. 
Sur. | forgive him. 
Suf. Lord Cardinal, the King's further pleaſure is, 
Becauſe all thoſe things you have done of late 
By your pow'r legatine within this kingdom, 
Fall in the compaſs uf a premunire, 
That therefore ſuch a writ be ſu'd againſt you, 
To forteit all your goods, lands, tenements, 
And chattles, and whaticever, and to be 
Out of the King's protect on. This is my charge. 
Nor. An. ſo we ll leave you to your meditations 
How to live better. For your ſtubborn anſwer, 
About the giving back the great ſeal to as, 
The King thall know it, and, no doubt thall thank you. 
So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinal. 
LExeunt all but Wolſey. 


SCENE VI. 


el So farewe! to the little good you bear me 
Farewel. a long farewel to all my greatneſs ! 
This is the tate ot man: To-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hopes; to morrow bloſſoms, 
And bears his bluſhing honours thick upon hm; 
The third day comes a troit, a killmę froſt, 
And when he thinks, good ealy nan. full turely 
His greatneis is a-r'per ing, Dips his thoor ; 
And then he falls, as Ido I have veatur d, 
Like little wanton boys, that iwin on bladders, 
Tneſe many ſummers in a fea of glory; 
But tar beyond my depth : my high-blown pride 
At lengih broke under ne; and now has lett me, 
Weary, and old wich fe; vice, to the merry 
Of a rude ſtream that mult for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp aud glory of the world, | hate y-; 
feel my heart uew open'd. Ob, bow wretched 
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Is that poer man that hangs on princes' favours ! 
There is, betwist that ſmile he would afpire to, 
1 hat tweet aſpect of prirces, and his ruin, 

More pangs and fears than war or women have; 
And whe: he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 

Never to hope again, 


Enter Cromwell, fanding amc2'd, 


Why, how now Cromwell? 
Crom. I have no power to ſpeak, Sir. 
12. M hat, amaz'd 
At my wisfortunes? can thy ſpirit wonder 
A great man ſhould decline ! nay, if you weep, 
1'm fallen indeed. 
Crom. How does your Grace? 
Wel. Why, well; , 
Never fo truly happy, my good Cromwell. 
I know rylelt now, and I ſeel withm me 
A peace atove all earthly dig nities; 
A {till and quiet conſcience, The King has cur'd me, 
I humbly thenk his Grace; an} trom theſe ſhoulders, 
Thcie ruin'd pillars, ont of pity taken 
A load would fink a navy, too much honour, 
0, 'tis a burden Cromwell, tis a burden, 
Too heavy tor a man that haq es for heav'n! 
Crom In glad your Grace has made that right uſe 
of it. 
2 | hope I have: Fm ab'e now, methinks, 
Out of a fortitude of ſoul I teel, 
T' encwe more miteries, and greater far, 
Than wy weak-hearted enemies dare offer, 
W hat news abroa'! ? 
Crom T he heavieſt, and the worſt, 
Is your Ciſpleaiure with the Kung. 
el Con blefs him! 
Crem. The next is, that Sir Thomas More is choſer 
Lcrd Chancellor in your place. 
Wal. That s force what tudden 
But he's a learned mau. May he continue 
Loi g in his +Iighrels* favour, and do juſtice 
For truth's fake and his conſcience ; that h's bones, 
When he has run his courſe, and ſleeps in bletings, 
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May have a tomb of orphans' tears wept on him! 
What more ? 
Cram, That Cram ver is returned with welcome; 
Inſt.Il'd Lord Archhi op ot Canterbury. 
el. That's news indeed. 
Crom. Lift that the La'y Anne, 
Whom the King hath in ſecrecy long married, 
This day was view'd in open es his Qu en, 
Going to chapel; and the voice is nac 
Only about her coronation 
Ii]. There was the weight that pull'4 me down, O 
Cromwell, 
The King has gone beyond me : all my glories 
In that one woman | have loſt for ever. 
No ſun (hill ever uiher forth my honours, 
Or gild again the noble troops that waited 
Upon my ſmiles. Go, get thee trom me, Cromwell; 
am a poor tall n man, unworthy now 
Jo be thy lord and maſter. deck the King, 
(That ſun | pray muy never ſet); I've told him 
M hat and how true thou art; he will advance thee : 
Some little memory of me will ſtir him, 
I kacw his noble nature, not to let 
Thy hopeful ſervice perith too. Good Cromwell, 
Neglect him not; make uſe now, and provide 
For thine own future ſafety, 
Cream. O my Lord, 
Mut 1 then leave you? muſt I needs forego 
80 good, ſo noble, and fo true a matter ? 
Bear witnels, all that have not hearts of iron, 
With what a forrow Cromwell leaves his lord. 
The King ſnall have my ſervice ; but my prayers 
For over, and for ever, ſhall be your's. 
14%. Cromwell, I did not think to thed a tear 
In eo! my naferics 3 but thou halt forc'd me, 
Out cf thy honeit truth, to play the woman —— 


| Let's dry our eycs ; and thus far hear me, Cromwell; 


And when lam forgotten, as 1 all be, 

And ſleep in dull col! marble, where no mention 

Ot me muſt more be heard, fay then I taught thee; 

Sav, Wolſey, that once rode the waves of glory 

And ſounded all the depths and ſhoal, ol honour,. 
Ee 2 


Fourd thee a way, out of his wreck, to riſe in: 
A ture +14 ſaſe ore. though thy maſter miſs'd it. 
Mark it my fall an that which ruin'd me: 
Cron. well, 1 charge thee. fling away ambition; 
By tl.at fir fell the angels: how can man then 
(bo th mage of his Maker) hope to win by't? 
Love t! yſelf laſt; cheriſh thoſe hearts that wait thee : 
Corrvpt'on wirs not more than honeſty. 
Still in thy r:ght hard carry gentle peace, 
Io ſilence envious tongues. Be jult, and fear not. 
Let all the ends thou aim'ſt at, be thy country's, 
Thy Gos, and truth's; then if thou fall, © Crom- 
Thou fall'ſt a bleſſed martyr, Serve the King; [well, 
And pr ythee lead me in 
The'e t:ke an inventory of all I have, 
To the laut penny, tis the King's. My robe, 
And wy integrity to Heav'n, is all 
I Care now call nume own. O Cromwell, Cromwell, 
Hag tut terv'd my God with half the zeal 
ler vd my King. he would not in mine age 
Have left me naked to mile enemies, 
Crem Good Sir, have paticnce. 
Hel. So | have. Farewel 


The hopes of court! my hopes in heav'a do dwell, 
[Exeunt, 


%%% © © = 3 WW © 
A ftreet in Weſtminſter. 
Enter two Gentlemen, meeting one another, 
1 Cen, V Uu're well met once again. 


2 Gen And io are you. 

1 Gen You come to take your ſtand here, and behold 
The Lady Anne pals from her coronation, 

2 Gen Tis all my bufineſs. At our laſt encounter, 
The Duke of Buckingham came from his trial. 

1 Gen, 'Tis very true. But that time offer d fcrrow ; 
This, general joy. 

2 Gen Tis well: the citizens, 
I'm fure, bavs ſhewn at full their loyal minds; 
And let em have their right, they're ever for ward 


it. 
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In eclebration of theſe days with ſhewe, 
Payeants, and ſights of honour, 
1 Gen, k. ever greater, 
Nor, III aſſire you better taken, Sir. 
2 Gen, May | be bold to atk what that contains, 
That paper in your haid ? 
1 Gen es; tis the lit 
Of thote that claim their offices this day, 
By cuſto u of the coronation 
The Duke of Suffolk is the firſt, and claims 
Fo be High Steward; next, the Duke of Norſolk, 
To be Karl Maritil; you may read the reſt. 
2 Gen, I thank you, Sir. Had 1 vot known thoſ: 
I ſhonld have been teholden to your paper, [ cuſtoms, 
Burt, I bejeech you, what's become of Catharine, 
Ihe Prince's dowager? how goes her buſineſs? 
1 Gen That | can tell you too The Archbiſhop 
Ot Canterbury, accempanie-{ with other 
Learned and rev rend tathers of his order, 
Held a late court at Dunttable, fix miles 
From Ampthil, where the Princeſs lay; to which 
She oft was cited by the:n, but appear'd not : 
And, to be ſhort, tor not appearance, and 
The King's late icruple, y the main affeat 
Of all theie learned men ſhe was divorc'd. 
And the late marriage made of none eſſect: 
Since which, the was ren -ov'd to Kimbolton, 
Where ſhe remains now ſick, 
2 Cen. Alas, good Lady! 
The trumpets found ; ſtand cloſe, the Queen is coming. 
[ Hautboys, 


Ty 
— 


The order of the coronation 
1. A lively flouriſh of trampets, 


2. Then two jules. 

3. Lord Chancellar, with the purſe and mace before him, 

4 Cherifter ſinging. [ Muſic, 

5» Mayor of Londa. bearing the mace. Then Garter in 
his coat of arms, and on his head a gilt copper crown, 

6. Marguis of Dorſet, bearing a ſceptre of gold, on his 
head a cemi-coroual of gold, Iiith him, the Earl of 
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Surrey, bearing the rod of felver «with the dove, 
crecus d with an Earl's coronet. Collars of SS. 
7. Nutz of Suffolk in his robe of flate, his coronet on his | 
head, bearing a long white wand, as High Steward. 
Iith kim the Duke of N ll, with the rod of Mar- | 
Shalirip, a cerenet on his head Collars of SS, | | 
8. A can-py borne by four of the Cinque ports, under it the 
Qucea in her robe; in her hair rich'y ader ned with 
pearl, crowned. On each fete her it- Biſh:ps of 
London and Wincheſter, 
9. The old Ducheſs of Norſeli, in @ coronal of geld 
awrought with flower: bearing the Queen s train. 
10. Certain Ladies or Counteſs, with pain circlets of 
gold without flowers, 


They paſs over the flage in order and flate, and then 
cxeunt, with a great fouri/h of trumpets. 


2 Gen. A royal train, believe me; thele I know, 
Who's that who bears the ſceptre ? 
1 Cen. Maranis Dorſ:t. 
And that the Karl of Surrey with the rod. 
2 Gen A bold brave gentleman. The next ſhould be 
The Duke of Suffolk, 
1 Gen, Tis the ſame : High Steward. 
2 Gen, And that my Lord of Nortolk, 
1 Gen. Yes. 
: 2 Gen Heav'n bleſs thee ! | 
1 Thou haſt the ſweeteſt face I ever look d on. 
| Sir, as | have a foul, ſhe is an angel; 
| Our King h-s all the Indies in his arms, 
{ And more and richer, when he iirains that lady. 
1 cannot blame his conſcience. 
1 Gen. They that bear 
2 The cloth of ſtate above her, are four Barons 
| Of the Ciaque-ports. 
2 Gen. Thoſe men are happy; ſo are all are near her. 
I take it, ſhe that carries up the train, 
Is that old Noble Lady the Ducheſs of Norfolk. 
1 Gen It is, and all the reit are ounteſſes 
2 Gen. Their coronets ſay ſo, eie ate itars indeed 
Ani ſometi nes falling ones, 
1 Gen. No more ot that, 
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Enter a third Gentleman. 


God fave yon, Sir, ! Say, where have you been broiling ? 
3 Gen. Among the croud i' th' abbey, where a anger 
Could not be wedg'd in more; and 1 aw flifled 
With the mere ranknets ot their joy. 
2 Gen, You ſaw the ceremony? 
3 Gen, 1 did. 
1 Cen. How was it? 
3 Gen, Well worth the ſeeing. 
2 Cen. Good Sir, ipeak it to us. 
3 Gen. As well as I am able. Ihe rich ſtream 
Of Lords and La dies, having bron2ht the Queen 
To a prepar'd place in the choir, fell off 
A diſtance from her; while her Grace fat down 
To reſt a while, foe half an hour, or fo, 
In a rich chair of Rate, oppoſing treely 


Ide beauty of her per ſon to the people, 


(Believe me, Sir, ſhe i> the gooulieſt woman 
That ever lay by man): which when the people 
Had the full view of ſuch a noiſe roſe 
As the ſhrou.'s make at ſea in a ltiff rempeſt ; 
As loud, and to as many tunes. Hats, loaks, 
Doublets, I think, flew up; and had their faces 
Been looſe, this day they had reen lolt. Such joy 
I riever ſaw before. Great belly d women, 
That had not half a week to go, hke rams 
In the old time of war, would ſhake the preſs, 
And m. ke ut reel bef-re em. No man living 
Could ſay, This is my wile there, all were woven 
So ſtrangely in one piece 

2 Gen But pray what follow'd? 

3 Gen. At length her Grace roſe, and with modeft 

paces 

Came to the altar. where ſhe kneel'd; and, ſa'nt like, 
Caſt her fair eyes to heav'n, an4 pray'd devoutly: 
Then role again, and bow'd her to the people: 
When by the Aich\>:ibop oi Canterbury, 
Sh” ha. all the royal makings of a Queen; 
As h.. ly gil, Edward Conleiſor's crown, 
Te o, and bird of peace, and all ſuch emblems 
Laid nobly on ner: which pertorm'd, the chow, 
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With all the choice muſic cf the kingdom, 
Together ſung Te Deum. So ſhe parted, 
And with the fame full Rate pac'd back again 
To York place, where the feaſt is held 
t Gen, You malt no more call it Teri lace, that's 
For ſiuce the Cardinal fell, that title's lolt; Cpait, 
*T'is row the King's, and called //biteball. 
Cen. I know eit: 
But 'tis io lately alter d, that the old name 
Is freſh about me. 
2 Cen What two reverend biſhops 
Were thoſe that went on each ſide ot the Queen? 
2 Gen. Stokefly and Gardiner ; the ove ©: M incheſter, 
Newly pre'err'd from the King's Secretary; 
T he other, London, 
2 Gen He of Wincheſter 
Is held no great good lover of th* Archbiſhop, 
The wrtucens Cranmer. 
3 Cen. All the land knows that: 
However, yet there's no great breach; when't comes, 
Cranmer will find a friend will not ſhiink ſrom him. 
2 Cen. Who may that be, I pray you? 
3 Gen. Thomas Crumwell, 
A man in much eſteem with th' King, and truly 
A worthy friend. The King has made him 
Maſter o' th jewel houſe, 
Aud one, ah eady, of the privy council. 
2 Gen He will deſerve more. 
3 Cen. Yes, without all doubt. 
Co e, Gentlemen, you thall hoch go my way, 
Which is to the court, and there ball be n. y gueſts : 
Something I can command; a: 1 walk thither, 
I'll tell you more 
Bath. You may command us, Sir, [Ex unt. 


S C B N E IU. Changes to Kin:battcn., 


Enter Catharine dowager. ft, led between Griffith Her 
Gentleman-U ther, and Patience her woman. 


Grif. low Joes your Grace? 
Cath O Gnfath, fick to death: 
My legs, like loaded b. anches, bow to th' earth, 


nts 
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Willing to leave their burden. Reach a chair 
So now methinks I feel a little eaſe. [ Sitting down. 
Did thou not teil me, Griffith, as thou led it me, 
That the great child of honour, Cardinal Wolley, 
Was dead ? 

Grif Yes, Madam; but I think your Grace, 

Out of the pain you ſuffer d, gave no ear tot, 
Cath Prixthee, good Griffith, tell me how he dy'd. 

If well, he ſtept before me happily, 

For my example. 
Grif, Well, the voice goes, Madam. 

For aiter the ſtout Earl ot Northumberland 

Arreſted him at York, and brought him forward 

s a man ſorely tainted) to his anſwer, 

He fell ſi: k ſuddenly, and grew ſo ill 

He could not fit his mule. 

Cath. Alas, poor man ! 

Grif. At laſt, with eaſy roads he came to Lieceſter; 
Lodg'd in the abbey, where the Rev'rend Abbot, 
With all his convent, honourably receiv'd him; 

To whom he gave theſe words, © Father Abbot, 
An old man, broken with the ſtorms of ſtate, 
* 1s come to lay his weary bones among ye; 
Give him a little earth for charity!“ 

So went to bed; where eagerly his fickneſs 
Furſu d him ſtill, and three nights after this, 
About the bour of eight, (which he himſelf 
Foretold ſhould be his lait), full of repentance, 
Continual me lit tions, tears, and forrows, 

He gave his honours to the world again, 

Nis bleſſed part to heav'n, and flept in peace. 

Cath. ** So may he reſt, his faults lie gently on him! 
« Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave io ſpeak him; 
& And yet with charity. He was a man 
« Of an unbounded uomach; ever ranking 
« Himle:f with princes: one that, by ſuggeition, 

% Ty'd * all the kingdom: ſimony was fair play: 
% His on opirion was his law, l'th preſence 

« tie would ſay untruths, and be ever double 

« Both in his words and meaning. He was never, 


*;, e. inflaiced, 
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« But where be meant ro :u'n, pitiful, 
« His promi e weie, as he then was, mighty; 
Hut h- performacce. as he now is, nothiug, 
„ Of bis wn bo he was ill“, and gave 
„% Theclergy v1 example“ 
C Noble Madam, 
Mens evil manners hve in hraſe, their virtues 
We write in vater. May it plea.e your Hiyzhneſs 
To hear me ſpe ak his good now? 
Carh Yes, geo Griffith, 
I were malicious ele, 
Grif. Ibis Cardinal. 
Though from an humble Rock, undonbtedly 
Was tathion d to nuch honour from his craddle. 
He was a ich« lar, and a ripe and good one; 
Fxcee ling wiſe, tar ipoken. and periuading z 
Loity and icur to ther» that lov'd bim not; 
But to thoſe men thit onght him, ſweet as ſummer. 
And thou; h he were u .jtatisty d in getting, 
(Which was a fin); yet in beſtowing, Madam, 
He was molt princely, Ever witnets for him 
Tho'e tums of lear; ing that he rais'd in you, 
Ipſwich and Oxford! one o: which fell with him, 
Unwilling to outlive the good he did it 
The other, though unfinith'd, yet fo famous, 
So excellent in art, and ſtill ſo riũng, 
That Chriſtendom ſhall ever ſpeak his virtue. 
His overthrow heap ed happineſs upon him; 
For then, and not till then, he telt himſelf, 
Aud ſound the bleſſedneſs of being little: 
And to add greater honours to his age 
Than man could give him, he dy'd tearing God, 
Cath. iter my death ! wiſh no other herald, 
No other ſpeaker of my bving actions, 
Fo keep mine honour from corrujtions 
But juch an hone! chronicier as Griffith. 
Whom 1 molt hated living, thou halt made me, 
Wuüh thy religious truth and modeſty, 
Now in his athes honour, Peace be with him ! 
Pat-ence, be near me ſtill, and ſet me lower. 
1 have not iong to trouble thee, Good Oriffich, 


i. e. he abuſed his body by intemperance aud lvzwye 
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Cauſe the muſicians play me that ſad note 
I nam'd my kuell, whillt i fit meditating 
On that celeitial harmony I go to, 


Sad and folemn muſic. 


Criſ. She is aſleep: good wench, let's ſit down quiet 
For fear we wake her, Softly, geatle patience, 


The vifion. Enter ſolemnly ane aſter another. fix perſoree 
ages, clad in white robes, wearing on their heads gar- 
lands of bays, and gol len viꝝ urdi on their faces ; br in-hes 
of bays or palm in their bands They firſt congee unte 
her, then dance; and at certain changes. the ft taus 
hold a jpare garland over her head, at which the ather 
four mike reverend curtſies ; then the tus that hell the 
garland, deliver the ſa ue to the other next two; who 
chſerve the ſame order in their changes and Holding the 
garland aver her head: which dane they deliver ths 
fame gariand to the laſt two, who litewiſe 5jerve the 
ſame ort er: ( at which, as it were by inſpiration, ſhe 
make; in her ſizep figns of rejvicing, and ho!deth up her 
hands to heaven j. And fo in their dancing they vani/h, 
carrying the garland with them The mafic continues, 


Cath. Spirits of peace, where are ye? are ye gone: 
And leave me here in wre:cte.ineſfs behind ye ? 

Grif, Madam, we're here. 

Cath. it is not you I call for; 


Saw ye none enter fince | flept ? 


Gr:f. None, Madam 
Cath. No? ſaw you not ev*n now a bleſſed troop 
Invite me to 4 banquet, whole oright f ices 
Caſt thouſand beams upon me, like the ſun ? 
They promis d me eternal happinets, 
And brought me garlands, Griffith, which 1 feel 
1 am not worthy yet to wear: | {hall .fſurediy 
Criſ. I am wort joytul, Madan, iuch good dreams 
P«ffe13 your fancy, 
Coth. Bid the muſic leave, 
is harth and heavy to me. LM. ic ceaſes, 
Pat o you note 
How much her Grace is alcer'd on the ſu-!den ? 
How lony her face is drawn ? how pale the looks, 
And ol an earthly cold? oblerve her eyes, 
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Grif. She is going, wench, Pra — 
Pat. Heav'n comfort her ! ENS 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Me. An't like your Grace 
Cath. You are a ſaucy fellow; 
Deſerve we no more rev 'rence ? 
Grif. You're to blame, 
Knowing the will not loſe her wonted greatneſs, 
To ule io rude behaviour. Go to, kneel. 
Me | humbly do intreat your tlighnefs* pardon : 
My baſte male me unmannerly. I here is ſtaying 
A pentlemun ſent from the King, to fee you. 
Cath. Acmit him entrance, Griffith. But this fellow 
Let me ne er ſee again. [Exit Meſſerger. 


Euter Lerd Capucius. 


If my fight fail not, 
You thoul.i be Lord Ambaſſador from the Emperor, 
My Royal nephew, and your name Capucius 
Cap. Madam, the ſame, your lervant. 
Cath, O my Lord, 
The times and titles now are alter'd ſtrange'y 
With me, fince firſt you knew me. But, | pray you, 
What is your pleaſure with me? | 
| Cap Ncble Lady, 
| Firſt. mine own lervice to your Grace; the next, 
| The King's requeſt that I would viſit you; 
Who grieves much for your weakneſs, and by mie 
Sends you his princely commendations, 
And heartily intreats you take good comfort. 
Cath. O my good Lord, that comfort comes too late; 
'Tis like a p rdon after execution; 
_ - That gentle phyſic giv'n in time, had cur'd me. 
But now I m paſt all comforts here but prayers. 
How does his tiighneſs ? | 
Cap. Madam, in good health. 
Cath. So may he ever co, and ever flouriſh, 
hen I ſhall dwell with worms, and my poor na ne be 
Baniſh'd the kingdom! Patience, is chat letter 
1 caus'd you write, yet ſent away? 
Pat. No, Madam. 
Cath. Sir, I mult hun. bly prey you to deliver 
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This to my Lor i the King. 

C Moſt willing. Madun, 

Cath in which | have commer Jed to his goodneſs 
The model of our chatte loves, his young daughter; 
(The dews of heav'n fall thick in bleſtags on her!), 
Beſceching him to vive her vn tuous breeding, 

(She's youn , and of a noble modeſt nature; 
I hope ſhe will ceterve well), and a little 
10 love her for ber mother's (ke, that lov'd him, 
Heav n knows, how deavly ! My next poor petition 
Is, that his Noble Grace would hive oe pity 
Upon mv wretched women, that io long 
Have toilow d both my tortunes faithfully : 
Of which there is not oe. I] tare avow, 
(And now I ſhould not lye), but well deſerves, 
For virtue and true beauty of the loul, 
For honeſty and decent c.rri4gze, 
A right good huſban4, let him hea noble; 
Ard fire thoſe men re hippy tat lhall have 'em, 
1 he lilt is for my men. they are the pooreſt; 
But poverty could never draw em from me: 
That they miy have their wages duly paid em, 
Avi ſomething over to rene uber me 
If Herv'n h:d pleas' to ve given me longer life, 
And ible means we had ut parte i thus. 
"Theſe are the whole content« Ani, Ho my Lord, 
By that you love the deareſt en hs worig, 
As you wb Chrittan peace to out Heparted, 
Stan! the e por people's fricud, and urge the King 
To do me this lat right. 
Cap By Heav'n | will, 
Or let me lote the fithion of a man! 

Cath, 1 thank you, hon-tt Lori. Remember me 

In ali hu nilty un ois Highnets ; 

And tell kim, his long trou le now is paſſiag 

Out of tlvs world. Tell hin, in d.ath 1 Hle%'d nim; 
For to will Viac e:es io dm Farewell, 
My Lord —— Griffith, fwewsl!, Nay, Pacience, 
You muſt Hot leave me yet | mu t to bea 
Call in more uomeo— M hen Im dead, goo.! wench, 
Let me be us d with howour ;, ſtrew ine over 

With maiden flowers that all the world may know 
| was a chaite wite to my grave; inbalm me, 

Vor. V. FF 
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Then lay me forth; although unqueen'd, yet like 
A Queen, and daughter to a King, inter me. 
I can no more — LExcunt, leading Catharice, 


ACT r. SCENES 1 
Before the Palace, 


Enter Gardiner Biſhop of Wincheſter, « Page with a 
torch before him, met by Sir Thomas Lovell, 


Gard. "I Is one o'clock, Boy, is't not? 
Boy. It hath truck. 
Gard, Theſe ſhould be hours for neceſſities, 
Not for delights ; times to repair our nature 
With comforting repoſe, and not for us 
To waſte theſe times. Good, hour of night, Sir Tho- 
Whither fo late? [mas ! 

Lov. Came you from the King, my Lord ? 

Gard. 1 did, Sir Thomas, and leit him at Primero 
Witch the Duke of Suffolk, 

Lev. I muſt to him too, 

Before he go to bed. I'll take my leave. 

Gard. Not yet, Sir Thomas Lovell : what's the mat- 
It ſeems you are in haſter and if there be [ter ? 
No great offence belongs to't, give your friend 
Some touch of your late buſineſs. Affairs that walk 
As they ſay ſpirits do) at midnight, have 

them a wilder ® nature, than the buſizeſs 
That ſeeks diſpatch by day. 

Lev. My Lord, I love you: 

And durſt commend a ſecret to your ear 


Much weightier than this work. The Queen's in la- 
They fay, in great extremity ; tis fear'd [bour, 
She'll with the labour end. 


Gard. The fruit ſhe goes with 
I pray for heartily, that it may find 
Good time, and live; but for the ſtock, Sir Thomas, 
I wiſh it grubb'd up now. 

Lov. Methinks I could | 
Cry the Amen; and yet my conſcience ſays, 
She's a good creature, and (ſweet Lady) does 


® wild for uncommon. 
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Deſerve our better wiſhes. 

Card. But, Sir, Sir 
Hear me, Sir Thomas You're a Gentle van 
Of mine own way; 1 know you wie, religious : 
And let me tell you, it will ne er be weil, 

'Twill nat, Sir Thomas Lovell, take t of me, 
Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, and ſhe, 
Sleep in their graves. 

Lov Now, Sir, yon ſpeak of two 
The moſt remark'd i' tht kingdom. As for Cromwell, in 
Beſide that ot the jewel-hou'e, he's made Maltzr 
O th' Rolls, and the King's Secretary; further, | 
Scands in the gap and tread for more prefer ments, N 
With which the time will load him. Th Archbiſh 
Is the King's hand and tongue; and who dare ſpeak 
One ſyllable againit him? 

Card. Ves, Sir Thomas, 

There are that dare; and 1 myſelf have ventur'd 
| To ſpeak my mind of him. Indeed, this very day, 
(Sir, I may tell it you), I think I have 
Incens'd the Lords o' th' council that he is 
(For fo | know he is, they know he is) 
t- A mott arch heretic, a peſtilence 
2 That does infect the land; with which they mov'd, 
Have broken wich the King; who hath ſo far 
Giv'n ear to our complaint, of his great 
And princely care, foreſecing thoſe tell milchiefs 
Our realons laid before him, he hath commanded, 
To-morrow morning to the council-board 
He be convented. He's a rank weed, Sir Thomas, 
And we muſt root him out. From your affairs 
la- I hinder you too long. Good night, Sir Thomas. 
ur, [ Exeunt Gardiner and Page, 
Lev. Many good nights, my Lord! I reſt your fer. 
vant. [Exit Lovell_ 
SCENE II. Changes to an apartment in the palace. 
80 Euter King and Suſtolk. 
Xing. Charles, I will play no more to night; 
My mind's not on't, you are too hard tor me. 
Suf. Sir, I did never win of you before. 
King. Burt little, Charles ; 
Nor fall not when my 111 on my play. 
EEPY 
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Re-enter Lovell. Y 
Now, Lovell, from the Qucen what is the news ? 
Lo. 1 could rot perioniily feliver to her \ 
What you commanded me, but by her woman 
I fent your meftzze; who return'd her thinks 1 


In gresteſt humbleneſs, and berg d your Highueſs 
Moſt heartily to pray zor her. 

King. V hat fay'it thou! ha! 
To pray tor her! what ! is the crying out ! 

Lev. So ſuid her woman, and that her tut 'rance mace 
Almoſt each pang a denth. 

A- g. Alus, good Lady! 

Suf. Co lately quit ber of her burthen, and 
With gend! treve!, to the gladding of 
Your H ghnets with an 2c: r | 

King. Tis n Knight, Charles ; 
Pr'ythee to ted; and in thy prayers remember 
Th'ettate of my poor Queen, Leave me alone; 
For I ent thiak of that which company 
Woul.] rot he triendly to. 

Suf 1 wiſh your highneſs 
A quiet ri; hi, and my 200d miſtreſs will 
Remember in my prevers. 

Ming. Charles a good niht. FE: Suſſolk. 
Well, Sic, what tel. ows? 


Enter Sir anthony Denny. 


Denny, Sir, | * we brought my Lord tie Archbiſhep, 
As you commanded me, 
Kirg. ha! Canterbury ! 


Wat % A» AWE AR IH A win, fs. ww + ws 


What! LEX ant Lovell and Deny. 


Denny. Yea, my 2004 Lord. k 

King. I ten wiicre is he, Derry? p 

Demy Ve vnencs your Highrtcis plcalure, v 

King. Bripp bim to us, [Exit Derny. 1 

Lev. This is beut that which the bift: 0p 1; Ake 

I am auppiiy coire hither, [ tſea?, y 

t nier Crarner ani Perry, V 

King. vod the gellery, [Lovell cometh to ar. 1 
Hz: 1 J. lic * 110 Le + OTE > 

If 

V 


. 
Cra. lam nuch {caiiul ; witcire lronaey Ec: us? 
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'Tis his aſpect of terror, All's not well. 

King. How now, my Lord? you do deſire to know 
Wherefore 1 ſent for you. 

Cran. It is my duty 
T' attend your Highneſs pleaſure. 

King. Pray you rile, 
My good and gracious Lord of Canterbury. 
Come, you and | mult walk a turn together : 
I've news to tell you. Come, give me your hand, 
Ah, my good Lord, I grieve at what I ſpeak ; 
And am right ſorry to repeat what follows, 
1 have, and molt unwillingly, of late 
Heard many grievous, I do ſay, my Lord, 
Grievous complaints of you; which being conſider d, 
Have mov'd us and our council, that you ſhall 
This moraing come before us; where | kaow 
You cannot with ſuch freedom purge yourſelf ; 
But that, till further trial, in thoſe charges 
Which will require your anſwer, you mult take 
Your patience to you, and be well contented 
To make your houſe our Tower. You a brother of us, 
It fits we thus proceed, or elſe no witneſs 
Would come againſt you. 

Cran. I humbly thank your Highneſs, 
And am right glad to catch this good occaſion 
Moſt thoroughly to be winnow'd, where my chaff 
And corn ſhall fly aſunder. For 1 know 
There's none ſtands under more calumnious tongues 
Than | mylelf, poor man. 

King, Stand up, good Canterbury. 
Thy truth and thy integrity is rooted 
In us, thy friend. Give me thy hand, ſtand up; 
Pr'ythee let's walk. Now, by my holy Dame, 
What manner of man are you? My Lord, I look'd 
You would have given me your petition, that 
I ſhould have ta'en ſome pains to bring together 


'Yourſelf and your accuſers, and have heard you 


Without indurance further. 
- Cran. Moſt dread Liege, 
The good I ſtand on is my truth and honeſty. 
If they ſhall fall, I with mine enemies 
Will triumph o'er my perſon ; which 1 weigh not, 
Being of thoſe virtues *** I fear nothing 
3 
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Mhit can be ſ id againſt me. 
King, Kr ow you not 
How your itte hands i'th' world. with the whole world? 
Your des are n any, an, not in all; heir practices 
dlult beer the jane proportion ; and not ever 
The jvſtice aud the truth of th queſtion carries 
The ue © th verd ct with it At whateaſe 
Might c 1rup! m nd, procore knaves as corrupt 
To wear 4, inſt yon? Such things have been done. 
Yor ie prenti'y oppo-'d ; and with a malice 
Of as yreat ſize, Ween you of better luck, 
I mean, in p.nur'd witrels. than your maſter, 
M hole min ſter you are, while here he liv'd 
Upon this naughty earth? Go to, go to; 
You take a precipice fur no leap of danger, 
And woo your own deſtruction. 
Cr. n. God and your M-jeity 
Protect mine ii nocence, or | fall into 
The trap is laid for we! 
King. Be of yood cheer; 
They thall no more prevail, than we give way to. 
Keep comfort tt you, and this mor ning fee 
You do appear before them. If they chance, 
In charging you with matters, to commit you; 
'T he bell pe tnafions to the contrary 
Fail not to uſe, and with what vehermency 
Ih occafio; thall int: uct you lt mtreaties 
Will rer der you 64 remedy. this ring 
Deliver them. an your appeal to us 
There mak: before them Lock, the good man weezss : 
He's bur.clt, on mint het cur. Gods blets'd mother! 
I ſwear ke is trLe-hearted 3 and a ioul 
None eter en my kingdom. Get you gone, 
And do a+ have bi you. [ Exiz Cranmer. 
H'asitr avgle.: all his language in his tears, 


Euter an Cd I adj. 


Gen. [Mit hin.] Come back; what mean you ? 
Lady. Ill not come back; the tidings that I bring 
Will wake my beldueſs manners. Now good angels 


Fly c'er thy roy +l head, and ſhade thy perſon 
Under their t leifed wings! 


King. Now by thy looks 


Cr 


HG ww 


Sc. 4. King Henry Vl, 345 


1 gueſs thy meſſige. Is the Queen deliver'd? 
Say Ay, and of a boy. 
Lady Ay, ay, my Liege; 
And of a lovely boy; the God of h-av'n 
Both now and ever bleis her! 'tis a girl, 
Promiſes boys hereatter, Sir, your Queen 
Delires your viſitation, and to be 
Acquainted with this {tranger ; tis as like you, 
As cherry is to cherry. 
Arg Lovell! — 
Lov, Sir 
King. Give her an hundred marks. Ill to the Queen. 
[Exit King, 
Lady. An hundred marks! by this light, I'll ha“ more. 
An ordinary gro n ts lor ſuch payment. 
1 wiil have more, or {cold it ont of hun. 
Said 1 for this, the girl was like him? I'll 
Have more. or ele unfay't: now, while tis hot, 
III put it to the flue. [ Zait Lady, 


SCENE lv. Beere the council-chamber, 


Euter Cranmer, 


Cran. I hope I'm uot too late; and yet the Gentle- 
01:45] 


T hat was ent to me from the council, pray'd me 


To make gicat haue All tait? what means this? hoa? 
VW ho waits there? wie you know me? 


Euter Der- fceper. 
D Reep. Ves, my Lord; 
But yet l cannot help you, 
Crain, M hy? 
D. Keep. Your Grace mult wait till you be eall'd for. 


Euter Decter Butts. 


Cran. So 
Butts. This is a piece of malice. I am glad 

I came this way lo happily. The King 

Shall uuderſtind  preteraly, [ Exit, Butts. 
Cran. Tis Butts, | 

The King's piyhcran, As he paſs'd along, 

How eurieiily he cant his eyes upon ind! 

Pray heaven, bs jound Ent my dugrace ! for certain, 
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This is of purpoſe laid by ſome that hate me, 

(God turn their hearts! 1 never ſought their malice), 
To quench mine honour : they would ſhame to make 
Wait elſe at door; a fellow-counſellor, [me 
"Mong boys, and grooms, and lackeys! but their plea- 
Moſt be fe. and | attend with patience. [ſures 


Enter the King and Butts, at a window above. 


Butts. I'll ſhew your Grace the ſtrangeſt fight — 
King. What's that, Butts? 
Butts. | think your Highneſs ſaw this many a day. 
King. Body o' me: where is it? 
Butts. There, my Lord. 
The high promotion of his Grace of Canterbury, 
Who holds his ſtate at door mongſt purſuivants, 
"= and foot-boys 
. Ha! "tis he indeed. 
Is this * honour they do one — ? 
'Tis weil there's one above 'em yet. | thought | 
They'd parted ſo much honeſty among em, 
At leaſt, good manners, as not thus to ſuffer 


A man of his place, and ſo near our favour, . 


To dance attendance on their Lordſhips' pleaſures ; 
And at the door too, like a poſt with packets. 

By holy Mary, Butts, there's knavery ; 

Let em alone, and draw the curtain cloſe, 

We thalil hear more anon. 


SCENE V. The council. 


A council-table brought in, with chairs and ftools, and 
placed under the ſtate. Enter Lord Chancellor, places 
bimſelf at the upper end of the table on the left hand, a 
ſeat being left void above bim, as for the Archliſhof of 
Canterbury. Duke / Suffolk, Duke of Norfolk, 
Surrey, Lord Chamberlain, and Gardiner, ſeat tbem- 
felves in order on each ſide. Cromwell at the lower 
end, as Secretary. 


Chan. Speak to the buſineſs, Mr —y 
Why are we met iu council ? 


Crom. Pleaſe your Honours, 
The cauſe concerns his Grace of Cant 
Gard, Has he had knowledge of it? 


od Do Ac 1 


17s. 
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Crom. Yes. 

Nor Who waits there? 

D Kecp. Without, my Noble Lords? 

Card. Yes, 

D Rep, My Lord Archbiſhop ; 

And has done half an hour, to know your pleaſures. 

Chan, Let him come in, 

D. Keep. Your Grace may enter now, 

LCrar mer affroacles — council- table. 

Chan. My good Lord Archbithip, 1 ws very lorry 
To li here at this prelent, an behold 
That chair land empty. But we ail are men 
In our own natures fral, an | capable 
Ot trailty, {ew are angels: from which trailty, 

And want of vn om, you that belt thonld teach us, 
Have mil-temean'd your eif and not a bnle; 

Tow'rd the King ft, then bis laws, in filling 
The whole realm, hy your texcning and your chaplains, 
(For ſo we are informed). with new Gpmions 

Jivers and dang rous, which are hereſies; 

And not reform d, may prove pernic'ons, 

Gard. Which reformation mu:t ie fudden ton, 

My Noble Ler.'s; for tho e that came wilt hortes, 
Pace 'em not in their hands to mike em gentle: 
But dap their months with Hu“ Vorn hits, and pur 'em, 
Till they obey the ange If we ludier 

(Out ot our ealinets and chilvith pity 

10 one man's honour) this conta ions ficknels, 
Farewel all phy fig: and what tollows then? 
Commot:ons, uproars, vith a pen'ral taint 

Ot the whale itate : 48 of late dl. ays our neighbours 
The Upper Germany can dearly wituels, 

Yet frethly pived in ont memories. 

Cran. wy god Lords, h:thcito, in all the progres 
Puth of my fe and office, I have labour'd | 
(+04 with no uttle ſtudy) that my tenghing, 
And the itrong cuuric oi my authority, 
Might go oue w-y, and lately: and the end 
Was ever to do well: nor is there living 
(1 tpeak u with a ling le heart, my Lords) 
A man tht wore vertetts, more {irs agaiuſt 
(Both in 1:18 privy ate contcience and his place), 
Bciacers ut the public peace, than ! do. 


Pray Heav'n, the King may never find a heart 
With leſs allegiance in it ! Men that make 
Envy an! crooked malice nouriſhment, 
Dare bite the beſt. I do beſeech your Lordſhips, 
That, in this caſe of ja.tice, my acculſers, 
Be what they will, may itand forth tace to face, 
And freely urge againit me. 

Suf. Nay my Lord. 
That cannot be}. you are a counſellor, 
And iy tu u virtue no man dare accuſe you. 

Gard. My Lord, becaule we've bulinefs of more 

er Tis his Highneſs' pleaſure 
We will be ſhort wi” you. Tis his Hi p 
And our conſent, for betrer trial of _ ; 
From hence you be committed to the Tower; 
Where being but a private man again, 
You ſhall know many dare accuſe you boldly, 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 

Cran. Ay, my good Lord of Wincheſter, I thank yoy, 
You're always my good friend ; if your will paſs, 
I ſhall both find your Lordſhip judge and juror, 
You are ſo merciful. I ſee your end, 

'Tis my undoing. Love and meekneſs, Lord, 
Become a churchman better than ambition: 
Win ftraying ſouls with modeſty again, 

Caſt none away. That I ſhall clear myſelf, 
(Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience), 
1 make as little doubt, as you do conſcience 
In doing daily wrongs. I could ſay more, 

But rev'rence to your calling makes me modeſt. 
Gard. My Lord, my Lord, you are a ſectary. 
That's the plain truth ; your painted gloſs diſcovers, 
To men that underſtand you, words and weakneſs. 
Crom. My Lord of Wincheſter, you are a little, 
By your good favour, too ſharp; men ſo noble, 

However faulty, yet ſhould find reſpect 
For what they have been. Tis a cruelty 
To load a falling man | 
Gard. Good Mr Secretary, 
I cry your Honour mercy ; you may, wort 
Of all this rable, ſay ſo. 

Crom. Why. my Lord? 

Gard. Do not | know you for a favourer 
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Of this new ſet? ye are not ſound. 

Crom. Not found? 

Gard. Not ſound, I ſay, 

Crom, Would you were half fo honeſt! 
Mens prayers then would ſeek you, not their fears, 


Gard. | (ball remember this bold language. 
Cr om. Do. 


Remember your bold life too. 
Cham. This is too much; 
Forbear for ſhame, my Lords. 
Gard. I've done. 
Crom. And I. 
Cham. Then thus for you, my Lord; it ſtands agreed, 
I take it, by all voices, that forthwith 
You be convey'd to th' Tower a priſoner ; 
There to remain, till the King's further pleaſure 
Be known unto us. Are you all agreed, Lords? 
All. We are. 
Cran. Is there no other way of mercy, 
But I muſt needs to th Tower, my Lords? 
Gard. What other : 
Would you expect you're ſtrangely troubleſome ; 
Let forme o th guard be ready there, 


Enter Guard. 


Cran. For me? 

Muſt I go like a traitor then ? 
Gard. Receive him, 

And ſee him ſafe i th Tower. 

Cran. Stay, good my Lords, 

I have a little yet to ſay. Look there, Lords; 
By virtue of that ring, I take my cauſe 

Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 
To a moſt noble judge, the King my maſter. 

Cham. This is the King's ring. 

Sur. Tis no counterteit. 

Suf. Tis his right ring, by Heav'n. I told ye all, 
When we firſt put this dang'rous ſtone a-rowling, 
T would fall upon ourſelves. 

Nor D' you think, my Lords, 

The King will ſuffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex'd ? 
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Cham. Tis now ton certain. 
How much more is his life in value with him: 
Would 1 were fair'y out on't, 
Crom. My mind gave me, 
In ſeeking tales and inform itions 
Againſt this man, whoſe honeſty the devil 
And his diſciples only envy at, 
Ye blew the fire that burns ye: now have at ye! 


SCENE Vl. 
Enter King, ſrowning on them ; takes his ſeat. 


Card. Dread Sov reign, how much are we bound to 
In daily thanks, that gave us ſuch a prince; [ Heav'n 
Not only good and wiſe, but moſt religious ? 

One that in all obedience makes the church 

T he chief aim of his honour ; and to ſtrengthen 
That holy duty, out of dear reſpect, 

His royal ſelf in judgment comes to hear 

The cauſe betwixt her and this great offender. 

King. You're ever good at ſudden commendations, 
Biſhop of Wincheller., But know, I come not 
To hear ſuch flatt'ries now; and in my preſence 
They are too thin and baſe to hide offences. 

To me you cannot reach : you play the ſpaniel, 
And think with wagging of your tongue to win me. 
But wharſo'er thou-tak'it me for, 1'm ſure 
Thon haſt a cruel nature, and a bloody, 
Good man, ſit down, Now let me fee the proudeſt 
72 Cran. 
He that dares moſt, but wag his finger at thee. 
By all that's holy, he had better ſtarve, 
Than but once think this place becomes thee not. 
Sur. May't pleaſe your Grace 
Xing No, Sir, it does not pleaſe me. 
I thought I had men of ſome underſtanding 
And wiſdom of my council; but i find none. 
Was it diſ-retion, Lords, to let this man, 
This good man, (few of you deierve that title), 
This honelt man, wait like a lowſy foot-boy 
At chamber-door. and one as great as you are? 
Why, what a ſhame was this ? did my commiſſion 


Bid ye fo far —— gave ye 


— 


' 
( 
] 


an. 


Pow'r, as he was a counſellor, to try him, 
Not as a groom. There's ſo ne of ye, I ſce, 
More out of milice than iategrity, 
Woall try him ro the uta ot. hid ye means; 
Which ye h ul never have whilz I do live. | 

Chain, My molt dread Sovereiga, may it like your 

race 

To let my tongue excuſe all. What was purpos d 
Concerning his impriſonm at,. was rather, 
If there be faith in men, meant for his trial. 
An fair purgation to the world, than malice z 
I'm ſure in me. 

Kinz. Weil, well, my Lor ls, reſpect him: 
Take him and uſe hin well; he's worthy of it. 
I will ſay thus mach for hin, it a prince 
May be beholien to a ſubjeR, 1 
Am, for his love and ſervice, ſo to him, 
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him: 
Re friends, for thame, my Lords, My Lord of Canter- 
I have a ſuit which you muit not deny me. [ bury, 
There 1s a fair young maid, that yet wants baptiim; 
You malt be godfather, an anſwer for her. 

Cran. The greate!t monarch now alive may glory 
In ſuch an honnur; how may I deſerve it, 

Tait am a poor and humble ſabjeX to you? 

King. Come, come, my Lord, you'd ſpare your 

ſp2ons : you thall have 
Two noble partners with you: the old Ducheſs 
Of Norfolk, and the Lady Marquis Dorſet 
Once more, my Lord of Wiachelter, I charge you 
Embrace and love this man, 

Gard. With a true heart 
And brother's love i do it, 

Cran. And let Heaven 
Witneſs how dear 1 hold this confirmation. 

King. Good man, thoſe joyful tears ſhews thy true 
The conmon voice, | ſee, is verify'd [heart : 
Of thee, which ſiys thus: Do my Lord of Canterbury 
But one ſhrew turn, and he's your friend for ever. 
Come, Lords, we trifle time away: | long 
To have this young one made a Chriſtian. 

As | have made ye one, Lords, one remaia : 


So I grow ſtronger, you imore honour gaia. [Exeurt, 
Vo. V. G 8 
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SCENE VI. The palace yard. 
Noiſe and tumult within. Enter Porter and his Man» 


Port You'll leave your noiſe anon, ye raſcals; do 
you take the court for Paris Garden? ye rude flaves, 
leave your gaping, 

IWithin, Good Mr Porter, I belong to th' larder. 
Port. Belong to the gallows, and be hang'd, ye rogue; 
is this a place to roar in? ſetch me a dozen crab-tree 
Raves, and ſtrong ones; theſe are but ſwitches To 
'em. I'll ſcratch your heads; you muſt be ſeeing 
chrittenin;;s ? Do you look for ale and cakes here, you 
rude raſcals ? 

Man. Pray, Sir, be patient ; 'tis as much impoſſible 
(Unlels we ſwept them trom the door with cannons) 

To ſcatter em, as tis to make em fleep 
On May-day morning ; which will never be. 
We may as well puſh againſt Paul's, as ſtir em. 

Pert How got they in, and be hang'd ? 

Man. Alas, I know not; how gets the tide in? 
As much as one ſound cudgel of four foot 
( You ſee the poor remainder) could diſtribute, 

I made no ſpare, Sir. 

Port. You did nothing, Sir, 

Nan. l am not Samſon, nor Sir Guy, nor Colebrand, 
to mow em down before me; but if 1 ſpar'd any that 
had a head to hit, either young or old, he or the, cuc- 
kc! or cuckold-maker, let me never hope to fee a chine 
again; and that I would not tor a crow, God fave her. 

Lain. Do you bear, Mr Porter? 

Pert I ſhall be with you preſently, good Mr Puppy. 
Keep the Corr cloſe, ſirrah. 

Alan. What would you have me do ? 

Pert. What ſhould you do, but knock em down by 
the dozens? Is this Viorefields to muſter in? or have 
we foe ſtrange Indian with the great tool come to 
court, the women ſo heſiege us? Bleſs me! what a fry 
of fornication is at the door ? on my Chriſtian con- 
ſcience, this one chriitening will beget a thouſand ; here 
will be father, godfather, and all together. 

Alen. The ipoons will be the bigger, Sir. There is 
a fell-w ſomeu hat near the door, he ſhould be a braſier 
by his ſace ; for o' wy conicience, twenty of the dog 


a mortar - piece to blow us up. 
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days now reign in's noſe ; all that ſtand about him re 
vader the line, they need no other penance : that fire- 
drake did I hit three times on the head, and three times 
was his note dilcharge 4 againſt me; he ſt in is there like 
There was 4 haber- 
daſher s wife of ſmall wit near him, that rail'd upon me 
till her pink d porringer tell off her head, for kiudling 
ſuch a combuttion in the tate. 1 miſs'd the meteor 
once, and hit that woman, who cry'd out, Clubs! when 
might fee from tar ſome forty truncheoneers draw to 
her tuccour ; which were the hope of the Strand, where 
the was quarter d. They fell on; I mud: zood my 
place; at length they came to th broom-ltaff with we, 
I defy'd em thil; when ſuddenly a file of boys behind 
em deliver'd ſuch a thower of piboles, loole thot, that 
I} was fain to draw mine honour ia, and let em win the 
work. The devil was amongit em, I think, ſurely. 

Port. Thelie are the youths that thunder at a play- 
houte, and fight tor bitten apples; that no audience 
but the tribulation of Tower hill, or the limbs of 
Lune-houte, their dear brothers, are able to endure. I 
have ſome of 'em in Limbs Patrum, and there they are. 
like to dance theſe three days; beſides the running ban- 
quet of two beavles that is to come. 


Enter Lord Chamberlain. 


Cham, Mercy o' me! what a multitude are here ? 
They grow ſtill too; from all parts they are coming, 
As it we kept a fair, Where are theſe porters ? 
Thele lazy knaves? ye've made a fine hand, fellows : 
There's a trim rabble let in; are all theſe 
Your faithtul friends o' th' ſuburbs? we ſhall have 
Great ſtore of room, no doubt, left for the ladies, 
W hen they paſs hack from th' cbrittening ? 

Pert. Pleaſe your Honour, 

We are but men; and what ſo many may do, 

Not being torn in pieces, we have done: 

An army canrot rule em. 

Cham. As | live, 

If the King blame me for't, I'll lay you all 

By th' heels, and ſuddenly ; and on your heads 

Clap round fines for neglect: y'are lazy kaaves 2 
Gg 2 | 


354 King Henry VIIt. Act 5. 


And here ye lie haiting of bumbards, when 
Ye ſhonld do ſervice. Huk, the trumpets ſound; 
Th are come already from the chriſtening; 
Go break among the preſs, and tind a way out 
To let the troop paſs fairly, or Pll fad 
A Varthalſea ſhall hold you play theſe two months. 
Port. Make way there for the Princels ! 
Mau. You great fellow, ſtand cloſe up, or I'll make 
your head ake, 
Po-. You i' th' camblet, get up o' th' rail, Pll peck 
you o'er the pales elle, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VII. Changes to the palace. 


Enter trumpets ſounding; then two Aldermen, Lord Mayor, 
Garter, Cranmer, Duke of Nortolk, with bis Mar- 
ali flaff, Duke of Suffolk, two Noblemen bearing 
great flanding bowl: for the chriſtening gifts ; then four 
 Noblemen bearing a canopy, under which the Ducheſs of 
Norfolk, godmother, bearing the child richly babited in 

4 mantle, &c. train borne by a Lady : then follows the 
Marchioneſs Durſet, the other godmother, and ladies, 


The troop paſs once about the lage, and Garter ſpeaks. 


Gart. Heav'n from thy endleſs goodneſs, fend long 
And ever happy, to the high and mighty [life, 
Princeſs of England, fair Eliſabeth ! 


Fleauriſh, Enter King and Guard. 


Cran. And to your Royal Grace, and the good Queen, 
My noble partners, and myſelt thus pray 
All comfort, joy, in this moſt gracious lady, 
That heav'n e er laid up to make parents happy, 
May hourly fall upon ye! 
King. Thank you, good Lord àArchbiſhiop: 
What is her name ? 
Cran. Eliſabeth. 
King. Stand up, Lord. 
With this kiſs take my bleſſing: God protect thee, 
Into whoſe hand 1 give thy lite. 
Cran. Amen. 
King. My noble goſſips, y*have been too prodigal, 
I thank you heartily : 1o ſhall tEis lady, 


Sc. 8. King Henry Vl. 359 


When ſhe has ſo much Engliſh, 
Cran Let me ſpeak, Sir; 

(For Heav'n now bids me), and the words I utter, 

Let none think flatt'ry, for they'll find 'em truth. 

This Royal infant, (heav'n ſtill move about her), 

Though in her craddle, yet now promiſes 

Upon this land a thouſan4 thouſand bleſſings, 

Which time ſhall bring to ripeneſs. She thall be 

(But few now living can hehold that goodneſs) 

A pattern to all princes bving with her, 

And all that ſhall ſucceed. Sheba was never 

More covetous of wiſdom and fair virtue, 

Than this bleſs d ſoul ſhall be. All princely graces, 

That mould up ſuch a mighty piece as this, 

With all the virtues that attend the good, 

Shall ſtill be doubled on her. Truth ſhall nurſe her: 


| Holy and heav'nly thoughts ſtill counſel her: 


„She ſhall be lov'd and fear d. Her own ſhall bleſs 

er foes ſhake, like a field of beaten corn, Ther; 

% Aud hang their heads with forrow. Good grows 
v-ith her, 

In her days, ev'ry man ſhall eat in ſafety 

« Under his own vine what he plants, and fing 

The merry ſongs of peace to all his neighbours, 

„% God ſhall be truly known, and thoſe about her 

From her ſhall read the perfect ways of honour, 

© And claim by thoſe their greatneſs, not by blood. 

© Nor ſhall this peace ſleep with her; but as when 

The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phenix, 

« Fer aſhes new create another heir, 

As great in admiration as herſelf; 

go hall ſhe leave her bleſſedneſs ro one, 

© (When heav'n ſhall call her from this cloud of dark- 

«© Who from the ſacred aſhes of her honour T[neſfs), 

* Shall ſtar-like riſe, as great in fame as ſhe was, 

& And ſo ſtand fix d. Peace, plenty, love truth. ter - 

„That were the ſervants to this choſen infant, [ror, 

„ Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him; 

© Where-ever the bright iun of heav'n ſhall ſhine, 

* His honour and the greatneſs of his name 

* Shall be and make new nations. He ſhall flouriſh, 

„% And, like a mountain-cedar, reach his branches 
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To all the plains about him: childrens” children 

« Shall ſee this, and bleſs heav'n. 
King. Thou ſpeakeſt wonders. 
Cran. She ſhall be, to the happineſs of England, 

An aged princeſs; many days ſhall ſee her, 

And yet no day without a deed to crown it. 

Would i had known no more ! hut ſhe muſt die, 

She muſt, the ſaints muſt have her yet a virgin; 

A moſt unſpotted lily ſhall ſhe paſs 

Unto th' ground, and all the world ſhall mourn her. 
_ O Lord Archbiſhop, 

Thou ſt made me now a man; never before 

This happy child did I get any thing. 

This oracle of comfort has ſo pleag'd me, 

That when I am in heav'n, 1 ſhall defire 

To ſee what this child does, and praiſe my Maker. 

I thank ye all. — To you, my Lord Mayor, 

And your good brethren, I am much beholden : 

I have receiv d much honour by your preſence, 

And ye ſball find me thankful, Lead the way, Lords ; 

Ye malt all ſee the Queen, and ſhe muſt thank ye, 

She will be fick elſe. This day no man thinks, 

H'as butineſs at his houſe, forall ſhall tay; 

This little one ſhall make it holiday. [Exeunt, 


. 


IS ten to one, this play can never pleaſe 
that are here. Some come to take their eaſe, 

An! ſleep an act or two ; but thoſe we ſear 
We've ſrighted with our trumpets ; jo tis clear, 
They'll fay "tis naught. Others, to hear the city 
Abus'd extremely, and to cry, That's witty ! 
Which we have not done neither ;, that I fear 
All the expetted good w'are like to hear | 
For this play at this time, is only in 
The merciful conſtruction of good women; 
Fer ſucb a one we ſhew'd 'em ). If they ſmile, 
And ſay, "twill do, I know within a while 
All the beſt men are ours ; for tis ill hap, 
If they bold when their ladies bid em clap. 


The End of the Pirru Vor vn. 
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